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THE LIFE 


Of 

JOHN POMFRET. 

BY 

SAMUEL JOHNSON, L.L.D. 


Of Mf. JoUn Pomfret nothing is known fciit 
from a slight and confused account prefixiNi to 
his poems by a nameless friend ; who rdates that 
he was the son of the Rev. Mr. Pomfret, rector 
of Luton, iu Bedfordshire ; that he was bred at 
Cambridge*; entered into orders, and was rector 
of Malden, in Bedfordshire^ and might have risoi 
in the Church ; J^ut that when he eppliad to 
Compton, bis^ of London, for inatitotioa to a 
living of considerable value, to which ho bed hfoit 
presented, he found a tronUcsonie ohstradthni 
raised by a malicious interpretation of soaoe pea* 
sage in his Chmet; from which it was infeiTMV 

* He «M of CollcieOUpa sad. if fbs ltalvo«% 

Mlkier, appean to have takn Us miitwlni*s dq||*ii ia BMlh 

aad hii llMtari la iiw> 
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thftt he considered happiness as more likely to be 
found in the company of a mistress than of a wife. 
Ml Tins reproach was easily obliterated : for it had 
u^pened to Pomfret as to almost all other men 
^ho plan schemes of life) he had departed from 
his purpose, tind was the$i married. 

7^ malice of his enemies had however a very 
fatal consequence ; the delay conbtra||ttd his at- 
tendance in London, where he caught the sninll* 
pOK, and cHbd in 170S, in the thirty-siztli year of 
bis age. 

He published his poant in 1699 ; and has been 
always the favourite of tliat class of readers, who, 
vMont vanity or ctiticism, seek only their own 
amtUMmeut. 

Choice ei^ibits a system of life adapted to 
caottnon notions, and equal to conunon expects 
4^1; such a state as afibrds plenty and trani- 
qpiKtgr^'Widiout eiglawoa of intellectual pleasures. 
JMMpeiio ceia{ioettion in our language has been 
•(tear peruaed than Foinfret’s Choice. 

In hie otiMr poems Uiere is anVuy volubility; 
the pleasure of smoth metre is ufTorded to the ear, 
aod the mind is not oppressed with ponderous or 
eauangled with intricata sentiment. He pleases 
many, and he who pleases many soust have some 
species of merit. 
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MISCELLANIES. 


THE CHOICE. 

If Heav’d die fateful liberty would 
Tliat 1 iriight choose my mertliod how to 
And all those hours propitious Fate should tend 
Li blissful ease and bstis^tiofi spend; 

Near soine fair town Fd have a private •eat,'' 
Built uQifbran; oak little, aor too greaS; 

Better if on a neing ground it stood. 

On due ude delds, on that a neigWring evnod ; 
It should within no ptiier tteng cuntaiu 
Bat what are ueef^ necessary, .plain.: 

Methinkb 'tis timueout, and Fd ae^eriBBdiire 
The needless pon^ of goody htnixtiire. 

A little gaeddn^ grateful to the eye. 

And a copl rivutet mu toutnuruig by. 

On whoso ddaciona hsnfcs a atotely tow 
Of shady lioics or eynteaiioes aboaldi^owte 
At th’ end of »lddh a siteat study plooSdf) 
INioidd Be wBhett ihe sftiiiltet ajoBotoguto^d* 
Horaoc and Vogil, iu whousiug^ Um 
Immortol Wtg and aoUd Itowping dinned ; 

Sharp, Juvaaal, and Mxtaau$ikri4i>k$^ 

Who aU -the ttms of tetre’a aaB patoioaikatert 
He that with jadftoentir0tdshteiBtteatoiitd?lt^ 
In inhidi atsoDg ait isdtB atoooger laltoa 
»8 
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Mttft graot his fancy does the best excell, 

His thoughts so tender, and express’^ so well ; 
With all those Moderns, men of steidy sense, 
lSflteem*d for leai;ping and for eloquence. 

In some of these) as Fancy should advise, 

Fd always take my morning exercise ; 

For sure no nynutes bring us more content 
Hum dmse in pleasing useful studies spent. 

Fd have a clear and competent enkte, 

Tbat I might live genteelly, but not great ; * 

Am much as I could 'moderately spend ; 

A little more, sometimes Voblige a friend : 

Nor should the sons of Poverty repine 
Too much at Fortune, they should taste of mine; 
And all that objects of true pity wero 
Should be reliev’d with whatmy wants could qmre : 
For that our Maker has too lairgely giv’n 
Should be return’d in gratitude to Heav’n. 

A. frugal plenty should my table spread,' 

With healthy, not luxuiious dishes fed ; 

Aoegh to satisfy, and amne t hing mere, 

To fo^ the stranger add the naigbb’ring poor. 
||^[^ sotet tndu^ vice, and pamp’ring food 
Ctdahts diaeases, and inimnaai die blood : 

But what ’a aafficient to maka natore strong, 

And the briijht lampof lifdaoaaioue long, 

Fd freely tMie; atad, ail dispossess, 

The hoittttoeas Aothor of lay ^enty bless. 

fd haatn tittle^akik, bdiMwajs stor’d 
1fQlb4ii4aat wiQaseadiifMsq^qooi^ aibrd. 
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Wine whets the wit, i«lLprove»;U^.I|altive^<^* 
And gives a pkaaaat ^vour tp diseouiBe; 

By making ali our spirUs^ehonair, 

Throws off the lees, tbeeedimont pf pare ; 

But as the greatest blessing Heaven lenda 
May be debauch'd, and serve ignoble eQc)l, 

So, hut too oft', the (grape's refreshing juioe 
Does many mischievous effects produce. 

My house should no such rude disorders know. 

As from high dnokiug conse((Uently flow. 

Nor would 1 use what w'as so kindly giv'n 
To the dishonour of indulgent Heav'o. 

If any neighbour came he should be fme, 1 
Us'd with respect, and not uneasy he x 

In my retreat, or to bimself or me. J 

What freedom, prudence, and right reason kive, 
All men may with unpuni^ veoeive; 

But the least swerving from their sule^ tso 
much ; > 

For what's forbidden us, 'tiaiteath tO'iooob* 

That life may be laore comfortable yelk • 

And all my joys refin'd, sinoeve, and gie^' 

I'd dioose two friends, whose oompany wi0itld«1^ 
A great advance to ^ fdici^; 

Well bom, of humouss Muted tomy oivn. 
Discreet, and mea as well as boohs have baown; 
Brave, gen'rous, witty, end esMtiy 
From loose beliaviear or foraalily; 

Airy and pre|nit; woenj, but not %liC; 

Quick in dtscoBmni, and in jitdkpag i^hc ; 
b3 
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Secret sbottUl be, faithful to their trust, 

In reai’ning cool, strong, ^mperate, hnd just ; 
Obliging, open, without buffing brave, 

Brisk in gay Calking, and in sober grave ; 

Close in dispute, but not tenacious ; try’d 
By solid reason, and let that decide ; 

Not prone to lust, revenge, or envious hale. 

Nor bu^ meddlers with intrigues of #ate ; 
Strangers to slander, and sworn foes to spke ; 
Not quarrelsome, but stout enough to fight ; 

Loyal and pious, friends to Cessar ; true, 

As dying mar^vs to their Maker too : 

2 b tbeii society I could not miss 
A permanent, sincere, substantial, bliss, 

^ Wbiild bounteous Heav’n once more indulge, Fd 
v^it/choose 

(For who would so mudi satisfaction lose 
As witty nymphs in oonversarion give ?) 

Near some obliging modest fair to live ; 

For tbmb that sweetness in a female mind, 
amasi's we cauoot hope to find ; 
TtatHf u eeoret but a powVful art, 

IVSbds up the spring of life, and does impart 
Fregh vital heat to the transported heart. 

rdhave her reason aU lim passion sway; 

Basy in company, in private gay ; * 

Coy to a fop, 10 the aeaerving free ; 

Still constant to hetaalfy and just to me: 

& aoul she shoold have for great aelions fit, 
Mdaqoa and wisdom to direpther wit; 
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Courage to look bold Danger in the face; 

No fear, but oiiiy to be proud or base ; 

Quick to advi«e, by an emergence prest, 

To give g(»od couiiael, or to take the best : 

I*d have th' expression of her thoughts be such, 
She might not seem reserv'd, nor talk too much ; 
That shows a want of judgment and of sense ; 
More than enough is but impertiuence : 

Her conduct regular, her mirth refin’d. 

Civil to strangers, to her neighbours kind ; 
Averse to vanity, revenge, and pride, 

In all the methods of deceit untryM ; 

So faithful to her friend, and good to all, 

No censure might upon her actions fall ; 

I'hen would ev'n Envy be compelled to say^ 
She goes least of woman>kind astray. 

To this fair creature I'd somerioies retire, 

Her conversation would new joys inspire. 

Give life an edge so keen, no surly care 
Woujd venture to iassault xny soul, or dare | 
Near my retreat, to hide one secret snare. J 
Bat so divine, so noble, a repast , ' 

I*d seldom, and with medeEatioo taste; 

For highest oosdials B]l|betr viftae lose 
By atoo freqatmtaad wo bold a use ; 

And ^t would difer the spirits in distrew 
BuiiaSsor health when taken to excess, 
concern'd in no litigious jar; 
by ally not vamly popular. 
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Wliate*er aasistance i had powV to bring, 

1 ' oblige country, or to serve fny king, 
Whene’er they call’d, I'd readily afford 
My tongue, niy pen, my counsel, or my sword. 
Law-suits I'd shun with as much studious care 
As 1 would dens where hungry lions are. 

And rather put up injuries than be 
A plague to him who'd be a plagdb^ me. 

1 value quiet at a price too great 
To give for my revenge so dear a rate ; 

For what do we by all our bustle gain 
But counterfeit delight for real pain ; 

Ifileav'n a date of many years would give. 
Thus l*d in pleasure, ease, and plenty live ; 

And as I near approach’d the verge of life, 
tSome kind relation (for I'd have no wife) 
Should take upon him all my worldly care. 
Whilst I did for a better state prepare : 

Then I'd not be with any trouble vex'd, 

^or have the ev^iing of osy days perplex'd, 
fiut, byaaiilent and^a peaceful death, 

Without a sigh resign my aged breath : 

And when comiakted to the dust, IM have 
Few tears, but friendly, dropp'd kuo my grave: 
Then would my exit eo propitious be> 

All itten would wish to live and dio liheoe. 
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LOVE TRIUMPHANT OVER REASON. 

A VISION. 

7110' gloomy thoughts disturb my anxious breast 
All the long night, and cbove away my rest, 

J list as the dawning day began to rise 
A grateful slumber clos'd my waking eyes ; 

But active fancy to strange regions flew, 6 

And brought surprising objects to my view. 

IV^etbought I walk’d in a delightful grove, 

The soft retreat of gods, when gods make love ; 
Each beauteous object my charm'd soul amaz'd. 
And 1 On each with equal wonder gaz’d, 10 
Nor knew which most delighted ; all was fine, 
The noble product of some Fow'r divine : 

But 08 I travers’d the obliging sliade, 

Which myrtle, jessamin, and roses, made, 

1 saw a person whose celeiituil face 15 

At first declar’d her goddess of the place ; 

But I discover'd, when apfiroaching near. 

An as^t full of beauty but severe : 

Bold and majestic, ev'ry qirful look 

loto my soul a secret hooror struck : SO 

Advanemg farther on she made a stand, « 

And beckon'd me; 1, kneeling, kiss'd her hand; 
Then thus began——" * Bright Deity ! (for so 
^ Yqu ai^ QO mortals such perfeetioas know) • . 
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* I may intrude ; but how I was convey'd 25 

* To this strange place, or by what pow’rful aid, 

* I'm wholly ignorant, nor know t hiore, 

* Or where I am, or whom I do adore : 

^ Instruct me, then, that I no longer may 

* In darkness serve the goddess I obey.* SO 

* Youth !' she reply'd, ^this place belongs to one 

* By whom you'll be, and thousands alte, undone. 

* These pleasant widks, and all thA shady bow'rsy 

* Are in the government of dang’rous j^w^rs. 

* Love *8 the capricious master of this coast, , 85 

* This fatal Ubyrinth, where fools are lost. 

* 1 dwell not here amidst these gaudy things, 

* Whose short enjoyment no true plwsure brings, 

* But have an empire of a nobler kind ; 

^ My regal seat ^ in the oOlestwl mind, 40 

* Where, with a godlike and a peaceful hand, 

' I rule, and make those %appy I cornnhnd c 

* For while { govern^ vdtliin 's at rest ; 

* No stoimy fMlhsieii revels in my breast ; 

^ But when mf |Klw*t despicable grown^ 45 

* And rebsd tppetitcsdsarp the t hroa e,^ 

‘ The sold no longer thoughts ei^oya, 

* But all is tumnlt and eternal noise. 

* Know, Youth ! I'm Reason, w4iidi yMiVre oftda- 
^ tarn that Henson wMdiyoniMter pris'd; SO 
' And tho* my to i gome nt sttooesSlesapiove, 

‘'(For reason seeraa inpertmeMsein lovb,) 

‘ Yet 1*11 not seetny dntfge (for allmaal^d 

‘ Alt to my gttardsaiNl%by 
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* Into the grasp of any roio run &5 

* That I can warn 'em of> and they may shun. 

* Fly, Youth ! tliese guilty shades ; retreat in time, 
‘ £re your mistake 's converted to a crime ; 

* For ignorance no longer can atone 

* When ouce the error and the fault is known. 60 

* You tboui^t, perhaps, asf^'ddy youth inclines, 

‘ Imprudently, to value ail diat shines, 

‘ In these retirements freely to possess 
' True joy, and strong substantial happiness : 

* But here gay Folly keeps her court, and here, 65 

* In crowds, her tributary fops appear, 

* Who, blindly lavish of their golden days, 

* Consume tlmm all in her fallacious ways. 

* Pert Love with lier, by joint commission, rules 

* In this capacious realm of idle fools, 70 

* Who, by false arts and popular deceits^ 

* The careless, fond, unthinking mortal cheats. 

* *Tis easy to descend into the suare, 

< By the pernicious conduct of the fair ; 

' But safely to return from this abode 

‘ Requires the wit, the prudence of agod ; 

* Tho' you who have not tasted that delight, 

< Which only at a distance charms your 

*■ May, with a little ^1, retrieve your heart, 

< Which loot, in subject to eternal spiart. 6p 

< Bi%ht J>qlia*a he^y, I meat need* copfcaa, 

* Is truly great, aer would 1 make it less; 

* That were 0 wmgher where she meriu matt 
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* And wko would run, that *s moderately wise, 85 

* A certain danger for a doubtful prize ? 

* If you miscarry, you are lost so far, 

‘ (For there *a no erring twice iu love and war,) 

‘ You’ll ne'er recover, but must always wear 

* Those Chaim you’ll hnd it difficult to bear. 08 

* Dehahas chams, Town; such charms would move 

* Old age and frozen Impotence to 

* But do not venture where such da^er lies ; 

* Avoid tlie sight of those victorious eyes, 

* Whose pois’nous rays do to tlie soul iftipart 05 
^ Delicious ruin and a pleasiug smart. 

* You draw, insensibly, destruction near, 

* And love the danger which you ought to fear. 

'* If the light pains you iabour under now 90 

* Destroy your ease, and make your spirits bow, 

* You’ll hnd ’em much more grievous to be borne* 
' When heavier made by an imperious scorn ; 

* Nor can you hope Ae will your passion hear 

' With softer notluns, t>r n kinder ear, 104 

* Thau diose of other swains, who always found 

* 3ie ratlier widen’d tlmn closM up the wound. 

* But grant she should indulge your flame, and give 

* Wbate'ar you’d ask, nay, all you can receive ; 

* The short^liv’d pleasure would so quickly ckiy, 

* Blkog such a weak and such a feeble joy, 110 
' YouM have but smaH encouragemeiit to bCast 

* The tinsel rapture worth the pams it cost. 

* Consider, Strephon ! sobeily of things, 

* What strange tnquiafciidai love aUmys brings; 
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‘ foolish fears, vaio hopes, and jealousies, 115 

* Which still attend upon ^is fond dihease ; 

( How you must cringe and bow, submit andjwhiney 
‘ Call evVy feature, ev*ry look, divine; 

* Commend each sentence with an huinblt smile ; 
‘ Thu' nonsense, swear it is a heav*n)y style; 120 

* Sen'ilcly tail at all she disapproves, 

* And as ignobly flatter all she loves ; 

* Renounce your very sense, and silent tit 

* While she puts off iiu{iertinence for wit: 

* Like settittf-dog new whipp’d for springing game, 

* You must be made, by due correction, lame, lad 

* But ifyou can endure the nauseous rule 
' Of women, do ; love on, and he a fool. 

* You know the danger, your own methods use, 

* 'n»e good or evil *a in your pow’r to choose : 130 

* But who*d expect n short and dubious bliss 

* On the declining of n precipice, 

* Where, if he slips, not Fate itself can save 

* The falling wretch from an untiroelr grave 

* Thou great directress of our minds,* saici 1, 135 

* We safely on your dictates may rely, 

* And that whidi yiiu have now so kindly prest 

* Is true, and, without contradiction^ best ; 

* But with a steady sentence to central 

* Hie heat and vigour of a youthful soul, MO 

* WMIe gay temptHtions hoi'er in our si^t» 

* And dai^r bring new ol^ts of dehght, 

* Which otMiB vtith surprising beau^ aonle^ 

* Is is a noble <oS. 

G 
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bi0ii|Ry slip, and the most cautious fall; t45 

* than mortal tliat ne'er err'd at all : 

Pelia has my soul possest, 

‘ ^’11 chase heir Vight idea from my breast; 
‘^Uiist one essay : if I fail, 

‘ AKd l^clia^ttWms o*er Reason do prevail, 150 

* I may be, sure, from rigid censures free ; 

* Love was my ibc, and Love 's f^eitV.* 

Then she rejoin'd ; * May you succfssful prova 
‘ In your attempt to curb imperious Love ; 

‘ Tiienwili proud passion own her rightful lord; 155 

* Vou to yourself, I to my throne restor’d : 

* But to confirm your courage, and inspire 

* Your resolution widi a boldei lire, 

* Follow tne, Youth 1 1*11 sliowyou that shall move 

* Your soul to curse the tymniiy of Love 100 

Then she convey'd me to a dismal shade 
'Which melancholy yetv and cypress made, 

Where 1 bebaM an antiquated pile 
Of rugged builduig in a narrow aisle ; 

The wat^r round it gave a nauseous smell, 165 
Ijke vapours siaeming from a Bulpli’rous cell ; 
Tiie ruin'd wall, compos'd of suiiking mud, 
O'ergrown with hemlock, on supporters stoo4, 

As did the roof, migratefal to the view; 

'Xiras both HO hospital and bedlam top : ,1^6 

Before 0ia eut^rappe mould'ring bones were 
Some skeletons entire, some U^ly dead i 
A little Fubbishlopsely scatter'd o'er 
Tbeir bodies uaiBtetr'4 lay raupd the door ; 
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No fun^ilil rites to any here were paid, 175 
Bat dead, like dogs, into the dust convey'd. 

From hence, by Reason*! conduct I was brought, 
Thro* various turnings to a spacious vault, 

Where I beheld, and 'twas a mournful sight, 
Vastcrowds of wretches all debari'd from light, IdO 
But what a few dim lamps, expiring, had 
Which made tlie prospect more amazing sad ; 
Some wept, some rav*d, eome musically mad ; 
Some swearing loud, and others laughing ; some 
Were always talking, Others always dumb ; 185 

iRcre one a dagger in his breast expires, 

And quenches with his blood his atn'roas fires : 
There hangs a second ; and, not far remov'd, 

A third lies poison'd, who fHtse Celia lov'd. 

All sorts of madness, ev*ry kind t^f death, 190 

By wfaioh unhappy mortals lose their breath, 
Wbitbere expos'd before my wmid’ring eyes, 
The sad effects of female treiicheries. 

Others I saw, who were QOt tprite bereft 
Of sense, tho* very small rOtta^s were left, 
Cursing the fatal foHydf their youth, 

For trusting to perjurious womaa's truth. 

These on the left-Mtpon theright a tieW 
Of equid horror, equUl misery, too ; 

Amazing, all employ'd my trodblH tlrau^t, HOO 
And with new wonder new aversion brought. 
There 1 behrid a wretched nmh'rous throng 
Of pdle teaii mortals : some li^ stretch'd wlong 
c.t 
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On beds 6f straw, disconsolate and poor; 

Others exteadai naked on the fkior i 905 

lB»i*diroai human pity here tliey lie, 

And know no end of misery tdl they die : 

But death, which comes in gay and pro8p>ou8day% 
Too soon in tune of misery delays. 

These dreadful spectacleshad so much pow*r,S10 
I VQW*d, and solemnly, to love t||p,m6re; 

For sure that flame is kindled from below 
Which breeds such sad variety of woe. 

Then we descending, by some few degrees,' 
From this stupendous scene of miseries, fll5 
Bold Reason brought me to another cave, 

Dark as the inmost chmnbers of the grave : 

* Here, Youth 1* she cry’d, * in the acutest pain 

* Thosevillamsliewhohavetheirfathersslai^ 919 

* Stabb'd their own brothers, nay, their friends, to 

* Ambitious, proud, reveiigciul, mistresses, 

* Wliu, after all their services, preferr'd 

* Some rugged fellow of the brawny herd 

* Before those wretches ; who, despairing, dwril 

* In agonies no hutnan tongue can telL Stf 

* Darkness prevents the too amazing sight, 

* And you may bless the happy want of light.' 

But my tormented ears were fill'd with sigjhs^ 
,£e{>iiing groans, and lamcntahle cries, 

So very sad, I could endure no more.; 890 • 
Methought 1 felt the miseries they bore. 

Tlien to iny guide said I, * For pity, now 

* Cooduct me back; here I confirm my vow. 
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* Which »ri dare infringe^^ this my fata, 

^ To die -thus wretched, and repent tooJate. 135 

* The dhasms of beau^ I'H im more pursue ; 

*■ Delia t farewell ; farewell for ever too.' 

Then we return'd to the delightful grove, 
Where Reason still disstRsded me from love. 

* You see/ she ciy'd, ddiat misery attends 140 

* On love, and where coo frequently it ends ; 

* And let not that unwieldy passion sway 

* Your soul, which none but whining fools obey. 

* The masculine brave spirit scorns to own 

* The proud usurper of my SBcre<l throne, 145 

* Nor with idolatrous devotion pays 

* To the false god or saerifice or praise. 

* Theeyren's music charms the siulor's ear, 

^ But hie is ruin'd if he stops to hear ; 

* And if you listen Love's harmonious voice 150 

* Aswrach delights as certainly destroys. 

^ Ambrosia mix'd with aconite inay^have 

* A pleasant taste, but •sends you to the grave; 

* For tho' the latent poison may be still 

* A while, it very seldom fails to kill. 155 

* But wHo'd partake the food of gods to die 
" Witliin a day, or in misery f 

' Who'd, eat with emperors, if o'er his head 

* A pooiavd hung but by a single thread* ? 

* Love's banquets are extravagantly street, * gCO 
f And either 4tifl nr surfeit all that eat, 


« ia« ftwsbf DflONicla. 


cS 
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* Who, when the sated appetite is tir*d, 

* Ev'nioath the thoughts of wliat 'they once admir’d. 

* You’ve promis'd, Strephon, to forsakethe charms 

* Of Delia, tho’ she courts you to l«r arms; 305 
' And sure 1 may your resolution trust ; 

* YoO*li never want temptation, but be just. 
Vowsofthi8nature,Youtli! inustu^tbe broke; 

' You're always bound, tho’ *ti^ gentle yoke, 
f Would men be wise, and my adv ice pursue, 270 

* l^ove’scunquestswould be')mall,histriumpb6few; 
^Yor nothing can oppose his tyranny 

* With such a prospect of success as 1. 

^ Me he detests, and from my presence 6ies, 

* Who know his arts, and stratagems despise, 375 
^ By which he cancels mighty Wisdom's rules, 

* To make himself the deity of fools : 

* Him dully they adore^ him blindly serve; [starve; 
‘ Some while they're sots, and other whiles they 

* For those who under !iis wild conduct go, 380 

* Either come coxcombs, or he makes ’em so : 

* His charms deprive, by their strange influence, 

* The brave of courage, and the wise of sense : 

* Id vain Philosophy would set the mind 

* At liberty, if once by him confin'd : 285 

* The scholar's learning and the poet's wit 

^ A while may struggle, but at l^t submit: 

* Wcll'weigh'd results and wise condusionsseem 

* But empty chat, impertinence, to him : 

‘ His opiates seize so strongly on the brain, 200 

* They make ail prudent application vain: 
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' If therefore you resolve to live at ease, 

* To taste Uie sweetness of internal peace, 

* Would not for safety to a battle fly, 

* Or choose a shipwreck if afraid to die ; 295 

* Far from these pleasurable shades remove, 

‘ And leave the fond iuglorious toil of Love/ 

This said, she vaiiisVd ; aad methought 1 found 
Myself transported to a rising ground, 

From whence I did a pleasant vale survey.; SOO 
Large was the prospect, lieautiful and gay : 

There 1 beheld th* apartments of delight, , 
Whose curious forms oblig'd the wond'riug sight; 
Some in full view upon the champaign plac'd, 
With lofty walls and cooling streams embrac'd; 305 
Others in shady groves retir'd from noise, v 
The seat of prime and exalted joys : 

At a great distance I perceiv'd there stood 
A stately building in a spacious wood. 309 

1¥bose gilded turrets rais'd their beauteous heads 
High in the air, to view the neighb'ring meads, 
Where vulgar lovers spend their happy days 
In rustic dancing and delightful plays : 

Hut while I ga7'd with admiration round, 

1 heard from far celestial music sound ; 315 

So soft, so moving, so harmonious, all 
The artful charming notes did rise and fall; 

My soul, tranqfwrted with the graceful airs, 

Shook off the pressures of its former fiears ; 

I felt ^fesli the little god begin 320 

To stir himself, and gently mos’e within ; 
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repented I had vow'd no metre 
or Diffia's beauteous eyes adore* 

I now condemn'd to banishment, 
Ifikade an ex.ile by my own consent?' 535 
J sighing cr}'d : * Why should I live in pain, 
,*^^Thaee fleecing hours which ne'er return again? 

Delia ! what can wretched 'Sire^edt do ? 

' Inhuman to himself, and false ^ h 

* ’Tis tro®> iVe promis'd Reason to remove 350 

* Prom these retreats, and quit bright Delia's lOVe : 

* But is not Reason partially unkind ? 

^ Are all her votaries, like me, confin'd ? 

* Must none that under her dominion live, 

* To love and beauty venation give ? 555 

‘ Wliy then did Nature youthful Delia grace 

* With a majestic mien and chaiming face ? 

‘ Why did she give her that surprising air, 

* Make her so gay, so ^itty, and so fair, 

* Mistress of all thtt Oan auction move, 340 

* If Reason will not snfler us bo love ? 


* But siuce it must be so, I'll haste away ; 

* 'Tis fatal to return, and death to stay. 

* From 70 U, bless'd shades ! (If I may call you tb 

* Inculpable) with mighty pain I go : 545 

* Comj^l'd from hence, 1 leave my quiet here ; 

* I may find safety, but I buy it dear.* 

Hien, turning round, I saw a beauteoai boy. 
Such as of old wei^ messengers of jny : 

Who artthoy, or from whence? If Sent|N|ud I, 

‘ To uic, my haste requites a quick teply.' 851 ^ 
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* I come,' he cryM, * from yon celestial grove, 

* Where stands the temple of the God of Love, 

* With whose important favour you are grac’d, 

* And jnsdy in his high protection plac'd. 3^5 

* Be grateful, Strephoo, and obey that god, 

‘ Whose sreptre ne'er is chang'd into a rod ; 

* That god, to whom the hitu^y and the pfond, 

* The bold, the bravest, nay, the best, have bow'd ; 

* That god, whom ail the lesser gods adore, 360 

* First in existence and the first in pow'r : 

* From him I come jon embassy divine, 

* To tell thee, Delia, Delia may be thine ; 

* To whom all beauties rightful tribute pay ; 

* Delia, the young, the lovely, and the gay ! 365 

* If you dare push yo|f fortune, if you dare 

* But be resolv'd, and firess the yielding fair, 

* Success and glor}' will your labours crown, 

' For fate does rarely on the valiant frowu ; 

* But were you sure to be unkiudly us'd, 370 

* Coldly receiv’d, and scornfully refus'd, 

* He gteater gloiy and more fame obtains 

* Who loses Delia, than who Phyllis gains. 

* But to prevent all fears that may arise, 

* Olio* fears ne'er move the daring and the wiie)ST5 

* In the dark volumes of eternal doon^ ^ 

* Where all t;tpngs past, and present, and to coma, 

* Are writ, 1 saw these words — * (t is decreed 

* ThatStrephon’s love toDelia shall succeed.* 379 

* What wo^ you more f — White youth and v^goiir 
*Love^iiid be hhppy^thfy decline too fast. £last. 
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* In youth alone you're capable m»rove 

* The mighty tnmbports of a gen'rous love ; 

* Tot dolt Old Age with fumbling labour cloys 

* Befoit die bliss, or gives but wither'd joys. 585 

* Youdl*li the best tune for action mortals have^ 

' That past, they touch the confines of tbe grave. 

* Nd^, if you hope to lie in Delii^adliB, 

* To die in rsEpturcs, or dissolve iircharnis, 

* Quick to the bliss^l happy mansion fly, 5fO 

* 'Where all is one continu'd ecStacy ; 

* Delia impatiently expects yon there, 

' And sure you will notdisa^oint the ftur : 

* None but the impotent or old would stay 

^ When love invites, and beauty calls away.’ S95 
* Oil ! you convey,* tak||« *dear charming Boy ! 

* Into my soul a Strange disorder'd joy. 

* I would, but dare not, your advice pursue, 

^ I’ve promis’d Reason, and I must be true: 

* i^^son ’S the r^htfiil empress of tbe soub dOO 

* Does idl exorbitant desirOs control, 

‘ Chedts ev’ry Wild dtcuTsion of the mind, 

* By b^r wise dictates happily confin'd ; 

* And he that will not her oommands obey, 

* tAaves a skfe convoy in a dang'rous sea. 185 

' True, 1 love Delia to a vast excess, 

* But T must try to midce my pasnon leas; 

‘Try if I can; if possible 1 wiff ; 

* Tot I liave vow’d, and mast that vow fuHII. 
^Oli! had 1 not, with what u vigoftnis flight 410 
‘ Could I pursue the qaairias'of deHi^tt 
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' How could I press fair Delia in these arms^ 

* Till 1 dissolved in iove, and slie in charmpi ! 

* But now no more must 1 her h?uuties view^ 

* Yet trembly at the thoughts to leave her too, 415 
' What would I give 1 might my dame allow ! 

* But ’ci$ forbid by Reason and a vow, 

* Two mighty obstacles ; tiro* bve of old 

‘ Has broke thro’ greater, strongerpow’rs controH'd. 

* Should I offend, by bi^ example taogbjb 

* ’Twould not be an inexpiable fault: 

* The crimes of malice have found grace above, 

* And surf kind Hcav’n wdl spare the crimes of love. 

* Could’bt thou, my Angel ! hut instruct how 

* 1 might be happy and not break my vow ; 425 

* Or by some subtle art dissolve the chain, 

* You’d soon revive my flying hopes again. 

^ Reason and Love, I know, could ne’er agree ; 

* Both would command, and both superior be. 

* Reason 's supported by the sin'wy force 450 

* Of solid argument aud wise discourse ; 

* But Love pretends to use no ocher arms 

* Thau soft impressions and persuasivg charms. 

* One must be disobey’d ; and shall I prove 

* A rabcl to my reason, or to love ? 455 

* BjUt then, suppose I should my flame pursue, 

* Delia may be unkind and faithless too, 

* Reject my passion with a proud disdain, 

* And scorn the love of such un bumble taw : 

* SlieR should I labour under 440 

* Bagrund JiU hppuinf^piilWipc^ 
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* So that, metibiiiks, 'tis safer to <\]ijey 

* Right Reason, tho’ she bears a rugged sway, 

* Tlian'JiOve’s soft rule, whose subjects undergiOy 

* Early or late,- too sad a siwre of woe. 445 

* Cau I so soon forget that wreirhed crew 

* Reason just now expoixd bcl(>t e iny view ? 

‘ If Delia should 1»e cruel, I niusLbe ' 

‘ A sad partaker of their inisery: 

* But your encouragetnenu so strongly move, -150 
^ T^n almost tempted to pursue my love ; 

* Fur sure no treacherous designs should dwell 

* In one that argues and persuades so well ; 

* For what could l^ve by my destruction gain ^ 

* Love’s uu iininoi'tal god, and I a swam ; 455 

* And sure I may, without suspicion, trust 

* A god, for gods can never be unjust.' 

* Right you conclude, reply 'd the smiling boy; 

* Love 1 dins none ; 'tis meu Uieinsclves destroy; 

* And those vile wretclies w hich you lately saw, 4110 

* Transgressed his rules as well as Reason’s law : 

* They're aot]^ve'a|iubjeotB, but tlie slaves of lust; 

* NorHs thfij|^4iihment so great as just t 
' For Lov^^kifd Lust essentially divide, 

* i^ke day^ii^ uigbt, humility and pride; 

' One durkiicss hides, t'other doe» always ffaioe; 

* 'i'his of infernal muke, and tliat divine. 

' Reason no gcu'ruus passion does oppose ; 

* Titf^ist (not Love) and Reason that are Joes i 

* She bids yiHi fcoro a base inglorious flame, 4f0 

* Black ua the gloomy abade from ^banoe koa^ot 
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' In this her precepts should obedience fid 
^ But yours is not of that ignoble kind. 

‘ You err in thinking she would disapprove 
‘ The brave pursuit of honourable love, 4T.5 

* And therefore judge what’s harmless an offence, 

* Invert her meaning, and mistake her sense. 

* She could not such insipid counsel give 

* As not to love at all ; ’tis not to live ; 

* But where bright virtue and true beauty lies, 460 
‘ And that in Delia, charming Delia's eyes ! 

* Could you, contented, see th’ angelic maid 

* In old Alexis* dull embraces laid ? 

* Or rough-hewn Tityrus possess those charms 

* Which are in heav’n, the heav’n of Delia’s arms ^ 

* Consider, Youdi! what transport you forego, 486 

* The most entire fclici^ below, 

* Which Is by Fate alone reserv'd for you, 

* Monarchs have been deny’d, for monarchs sue. 

*'I own 'tis difficult to gain the prize, 4f0 

^ Or 'twould be dibm and low in noble tjw; 

* But there is one sore minate, when the mind 

* Is left unguarded, waiting to be kind, 

* Which the wise lover uuderstanditig ri^, 

* Steals in like day upon the wings of light. 495 
‘ You urge your vow * but can those viWrs prevail 

‘ Whose first foundation and whose reason fail * 

* You vowM to leave fairDeffi^ but foit thought 

* Your passion Was a crime, fiam e ftuilt : 

* But sinoeyoar Judgtti^t eird, itte abforce JMX) 
‘ To kind it stt^ut is^iiasdvM df cOirnt ; 

P 



Ultrefore hesiute no longer ^rp, 

'i iMilibh gll the dull remains of fear. 

* Dare yon be happy, Yoath ! but dare and be ; 

* 111 be yqor convoy to charming she. 605 
‘ What ! still irresolute? debating still? 

* View her, and then forsake her if you vdll.’ 

* I'll go/ said I, ^ once more Ilj^dbire all ; 

^ Tis brave to perish by a noble falT 
‘ Beauty ho mortal can resist^ and Jove 510 
‘ Laid by his grandeur to indulge his love. 

^ Reason ! if 1 do an*, my crime forgive ; 

‘ Angels alone without o^ndtng live. 

* I go astray but qs the wisp have done, 

* And act a folly whiph they did not shun.* 515 

Then we, descending to a spacious plain. 

Were soon saluted by a nut&’rous tram 
Of happy lovers, who copsiph'd their houip 
W icb constant jollity in ^^y bow*rSk 
Thpre I beheld the b}pm’d variety 530 

Of joy, fxm dll c^oj^g troubles free ; 

£ach fbUoe^d bis qiWn fanpy to delight; 

Tho* all went dif*rent ways, yet all wept right. 
None eBE^, or miss'd the happiness he sou^^t ; 
Love to one centre ev^ry twining brought* 535 
We pasdd thro' pumVous pleasant fields andglades 
By murm'ring fountains and by peaceihi shadps^ 
TiU we anpni^'dt^j^oa;^ of ()« 

When? nighty ffOKill, «qpd. 

Bern 4 fane, jfi gamfly nwh ^ 

And be«^nlW piitfr, jfm’ioe, qqrilk ytow^ 
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Beneath whose shtde expecting lovers wak 
For the kind minute of indtdg^ot Fate : 

Each had his ghardian Cttpid, whose chief care, 
By secret Motions, wM to #arm the fair; 

To kindle eager longings for the joy ; 

To move the slovtr, and^o incline die coy. 

The glorktas ftibnc charm'd my wond'ring sight. 
Of vast extent and of prodigious height : 

The case was marble, bat the polish'd stone 540 
With sttch an adtnirablh lustre Shone, 

As if some architect divine had strove 
T outdo the palaoh Of hnpefial JoVe. 

The pond’roiis gaths of massy gild were made. 
With diWnds of a mighty Sise lihdd : 545 

Here stood the winged guatds, in older j^lac^d. 
With shining darts ajUd golden tjairers grac'd : 

As we approlK^'d, thlfeiy dafip'd their joyfhl wings, 
AndciyMlilMid, ‘TVitae^tuniyOarwarldiagsiriogs! 

* The grateful yotida ih edme to MaiSee Mb 

* At Delia'i ti fafc^t Delia’s eyas: 

* With faannOhy dhilaa his soul hispira, 

< That He mhy bdkUy Mch thh iiCT^ 

* Ahd ye thit wtdt opoh the bitkhhig ftar, 

* Celestiil mcenseafld perfiiBlieS|>rd|mre, 65b 

* While our great god Imr panfeSiighdeom atamis, 

* Bedties her heau^, hnd iidprOves her chaxmsl' 

EaMtg Che tpacionsdoiBte, hijr lavish'd ejm 
A wottdrooB sodfli of gloiy did 
Ttte richesy iy m ii S(l tn f , and toif^httiieBS^ aB b60 
Did wr a^iisinttmn 


^ UISCEXXANIE^. 

Ikit the dcscrlptian is a labour fit , 

For none belhmtb a laureat angefs wit. 

Amidst the temple was an altar made 
Of solid gpldy where adoratioii’s paid : 565 

Here I perform'd the usual rites with fear, 

Not daring boldly to approach too near. 

Till from tlie god a smiling Ciipid^iie, 

And bid me touch the conseqrateo Hajpae ; 

Which done, my guide my eager steps convey'd 570 
To the apartment of the beauteous maid. 

Before the entrance was her altar rais’d, 

On pedestals of pplish’d marble plac’d ; 

By it her guardian Cupid always stands, 

Who troops of muuiionary Loves commands ; 575 
To hiin^ with soft addresses all repair ; 

Each for his captive humbly begs the fair, 

Tlio' still in vain they impo^n'd ; for he 
Would give eucoiungement to none h||t me. [bliss, 
Piere stands tbe youth,* be cry'd, * must take the 

* Tbe lovely Delia cab be uone to liis : 581 

* Fate has selected him; and migKy Love 

* ConiirmB below what t)iat decrees above^ 

* llien press no more; there ’s net another swain 
^ Onearth,butStr^>hoa,caDbriglitDeiiagaiiV,5a5 

* Kneel, Youthl oad with agrateful mind renew 
‘ Your vows; swear you’ll eternally be true: 

* But if you dare be false, dare perjur’d prove, 

* You’ll find, in sure revenge, a^oted l^ve > 
f M hot, as fierce, as terrible as Jfn'e.* 5904 
< Hear me, ye Gods !* said X, * now bear sue SFcar, 
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* Bv all that ^ sacrpd, and by all that *s fair! 

* If I prove false to Ddha, let me fall 

* The common obloquy, condemn'd by all ! 

' L^t me the utmost clf ydilr vOngOance try, 595 

* Forc'd to live wretched, and unpity'd die !' 

Then he expos'd the lovely sleeping maid, 
Upon a c6uch of new-blown roses laid : 

7 he blushing t^olor in her cheeks ekprest 599 
What tender thoughts inspir'd her heaving breast. 
Sometimes a sigh, half smother'd, stole away, [say; 
Then she would * StrOphoo, charming Srrephop !* 
Sometimes she, sOiifing, cry'd, * You love, *ti8 true ; 

* But will you always, and be faithful too F 
Ten thousand graces playM abotlt her face, 605 
Ten thouiland chnrms attended ev'ry grace: 

Each admirable fbhtui'e did impart 

A secret rapture to ray ^robbing heart. 

The nymph ♦ imprison'd in die BraltOn Tow’r, 
When Jove descended in a gotdeh show'r, 610 
Less beautiful||l|||lear'd,and yfet her eyUs 
Brought down tm god from the neglected skiei. 
So moving, so transpoitu^g was the ^ght, 

So much a goddess Delia seemed, so bright. 

My ravish^] soul, with secret wonder 615 

Lay kn dissolv'd in ecstac^ of iKoaght. 

Ldhg time I gaS’d ; but as I, trembling, drew 
Nearer, to takeyi more oU^ng view. 

It thundeiM load, and the osgratefili! noise 
Wak'd me, and pat an end to ab my joys. 1580 
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FORTUNATE COMPLAINT. 


As StrepHon in a wiclier*d cypress shade, 

For amuoiu thought and sighing made, 
devolving lay upon his wretche^^late, 

And the hard usage <|f ton partial Ftute, 

Thus the sad youth complain'd : * Once happy swam, 

* Now the most abject shepherd of the plain ! 

* Where ’s that harmonious concert of delights, 

* Those peacefuH days and pleasurable nights, 

* That genVous ipir th and noble jollity, 

* Which gaily made the dancing minutes fly ? 

< Dispers'd, and banWd from my troubled breast, 

* Nor leave me one short intorv^ of rest. 

* Why do 1 prosecute a hopeless flame, 

* And |i)ay in torment such a lo|j|g game ? 

< AU conspire to make nfi^in sure ; 

' Whott wounds arc mortal they admit no cure ; 

* But Heav'n sometimes does a mirac'lous thing, 

^ When oiur last hope is just npon the wing, 

* And in a moment driv« those clouds away 

< Whose sullen darkness liid a glorious day. 

‘ Why was I bom ? or why do I turyive ? 

* To be made wretched only kept alive ? 

* Fate is too cruel in^he harsh decree, 

* that I mast live, yet liia in miseiy. 
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‘ Are all its pleasing happy moments gone ? 

' Must Strephon be unfortunate rIodc? 

* On otJier swains it lavishly bestows; 

* On them each nymph fleeted favour tbcowi; 

* 'I'hey mqet compliance still in ev’ry face, 

* And lodge their passions in a kind embrace, 

* Obtaining from the soft incurious maid, 

* 1'rue love fur counterfeit, and gold for lead. 

* Success on Maevius always does attend ; 

* Inconstant fortune is his constant frien4; 

* He levels blindly, yet the mark doee bit, 

* And owes the vioiory to chance, not wit ; 

* But let liim conquer ere one blow be etniCk ; 

* rd not be Msvius to liave Maeviais* lack : 

* Proud of my fate, I would not change my chains 

* For all the trophies purring ])ilsevius gains, 

* But rather still live Delia's slave than be 

* Like MsBvius silly, and like Msevius free* 

* But he is ha|^y, loves the common road, 

* And pack-hor^ike, jogs on beneath his load s 

* If Phillis peevdli or unkind does prmre, 

* It ne’er disturbs hif p ar e mechanic love. 

* A little joy bis laogind flams contents, 

* And mi^es him eapy under aU events i 

* But when a passion ’• nobteeuid sublime, 

* And higher sdll would ev'iy moment ciiiab, 

* If ’tis accrued with a just return, 

* The fli« ’s uraBortal, for ever burn, 

* And with such laptitres fills 4 m bMvr'J breast, 

* That saigti in ftmdise^ scares iwms Uest, 
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* miseries in vain, 

^ For pei|(l(JbA6^ m^ j^idless complain. 

‘ Siuspl^^m and believes me true, 1 

WibI AuMUbtion ckn from thence accrue, j 

makes her lin^e me too ^ J 
^ Ae loves, (tis hut perhaps, I fear, 

' rir a blessing can't be b6u^t too dear ) 

^ li&S scruples that dppote hel^ svill, 

' I must, alas ’ he miserable stm, 

‘ Tho’, if dtp loves, those ^ruples soon will Ay 
‘ Before the reks'ning of the deity; 


* For virlterelovc enters he will rule alone, 

^ Alid sn'^er bo co-partner in his thrbrie ; 

* And tho^ false arguments that would repel 

* tiib^igK injunctions, teach us to lebel. 

* Wmt method Can poor Strephon then pro* 
jlOulid 

* To cute we bleeding of his fatal wound, 

* If she ^ho guided the ve'katiouB dart 

* BbllolVeS to cherish and iAcreaie the smart t 


* Go, YOtith^ from these unhappy plains remove, 
•4 Leiavb*^ pdfsiiut of unstfccessfnl loVe ; 

‘ Go, and t6 ‘foreign aWaSns thy griefs relate ; 

* Tell ’em the cruelty of frowming Fate ; 

^ Tell the noble dharons of Delia's mind ; 

* Tell hoW fhir, t^ *cm how udkind ; 

* And when fi^yrarsj^u hast in ^rrow sped^ 

* (For sUfetliey cannot m dftaige a^L) 

* In pra/rp for hffr fbouTov’lst resign thy breath, 

* AndhlWibe minWi^B tfieh Stselmd Heafh.* 
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Herr paus'd tlie swain— >whcn Delia driving l>j 
Her blenting flock to some fresh pastore nigh. 

By Love directed, did her steps convey 
Where S^rephon, wrapt in silent sorrow, lay: 

As soon os he perceiv’d the beauteous maid, 

He ruse to meet her, and thus, trembling, said : 

‘ Wlicn* humble suppliants would the gods ap- 

* And ill severe afflictions beg for ease, [ptM*; 

* \V ith constant importunity they sue, 

* And tlieir petitions every day renew. 

’ Grow still more learaest as they are deny*d, 

* Nor one welhwcigh'd expedient leave untry'd, 

* Till Heaven those blessings they enjoy'd befoi* 

' Not oidy does return, but gives 'em more. 

* O ! do not blame me, Delia, if 1 press 

* So much, and with impatience, for redress: 

‘ My pond'rous griefs no ease my soul allow, 

* For they are next t’ intolerable now : 

* How shall I then support 'em when they grow 
' To an ex 9 ess, to a distracting woe P 

‘ Since you're endow'd with a celestial mind, 

* Relieve, like Heav’o, and, like the gods, be kind. 

* Did you perceive the torments I endure, 

* Wdiich'you first caus'd, and you alone can cure. 

* They would your viigin soul to pity a^ove, 

* And pity may at last he chang'd to love. 

* Some swains, I own, impose upop the jair, 

' And lead th' incautious maid into e snare ; 

< Bullet them suflfer for their«peijary, 

* And do not punish others' crimes in IHt^ 
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mtnf of otir set untrue, 

4^oitr^s d^dvlld lUore kindly use the faidiful fevir ; 
Vilio’ innbMce too oft incoit thl^fate 

* Of |b!ik, knd blears itself Sometimes tot) IkVe. 

* Ydor nature is to tenderness inclin’d; 

* And why to me, to me alone, unkind? 

* A cotntakon love, by other jiersons shown, 
"'llbets widi a full return, but mine Ims none; 

* Nay, scarce bdliev’d, tho' from #sceit as free 

* As angels’ flaotes can for aithangelslie. 

* A fUHiAoa feign'd at no tepUlse is griev’d*, 

^ Jknd values little if it be nt receiv'd ; 

^3ut love sincere resents the smallest scorn, 

* And the ubkindxiess does in secret mourn. 

* Sometimes 1 please myself, and think you are 

* Too good to make me wretched by despair; 

‘ That tendamess whidh in yonr soul a plac'd 

* Will move you to compassion sure at last : 

* hat When I come to tsjm ia second view 

* Of my own merits, I despbnd ef you; 

* For what oim Bella, bbautUouS Delial see 

* To raise In bed the least sateeih fer me ? 

^ Fve ndoglht that cUn encourage my addibis; 

* Fuitnbk^s little, and my worth is less : 

* But if a love of the sulidiin^ kind 

* Can make impression on a gehVbuS mind • 

< If all has real value tihkt*s di^e» 

* Them cahhot be a nOblee dame ihhn mine. 

‘ Perhaps you pity^ne; 1 know yob muA, 

* Andnii^teDtiOtt can ISOllliOfB dillMtttt 
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* Bi)t what, ajas ! will hal|4^ 4° ^ 

‘ You pity, but ypu may despise me too. 

‘ Still 1 am wretched if no more j 
‘ Tbestanrmg orphan can*t on pityj 

* He must receive the food for wb‘ ' 

‘ Or he coDsmnea^ and, tho' much j 

* My torments still do with my ( 

' The more I lov^ the more I uAd<| 

' But sufier me no longer to remain' 

‘ Beneath the pressure of so vast a pain : 

‘ My wound requires some speedy remedy ; 

* Delays are fat^ when despair is nigh. 

* Much I've endur'd, much more than I can tell ; 

* Too much, indeed, for one that loves so well. 

* When will the end of all my sorrows be? 

* Can you not love ? I*m sure you pity me : 

* But if 1 must new miseries sustain, 

‘ And be condemn'd to more and stronger p^in, 

* I’ll not ^use you, since my is sqt^ 

* I please too little, and 1 love n^o mucb.’ 

' Strep^on, no more,* tlie bluing Delia said; 

‘ Excuse the condnct of a thn'rous maid : 

* Now l*m convin|C*d jjroor love 's si^blnjae and trii^ 
‘ Such as J always wi^'d to 6nd in you ; 

* Icind eapressioq, ev’iy tender tho^t^ 

* A i^bty transport m my bosom wrpuAt ; 

‘ And 9^0* in ^Sfcret t jwr ftaine i^prjfnnil* 

' wd fner’4, Wf W t 

be-ipkifuJlftiapii 
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The youth, eiiecMapa8ji’'d with a joy so bright. 
Had tu^yJIfongth to bear the vait delight : 

By too ^ ecstacy posses^ 

He treijK^|9B0’cl) clasp'd her to his breast ; 
AdorMlwilM^ that did his pain remove^ 
Voyv’^jjfPllWuth and everlasting love. 


A PASTORAL ESSAt 


THE DEATH OF QUEEN MARY. 

ANNO MOCXCIV. 

gentle Strephon to his fold convey’d 
A wand’ring laiab which from the flocks had stray’d, 
.Beneath ft moumfiil cypress shade hp found 
Cospielia weeping on the dewy ground » 

Ainai!*d, wilh eaget haste he rah to know 
Ihc fatal cause of her mtemp’ralke woe, 

And clasping her to his impatient breast, 

Jn these aoft words his tender care exprest : 

STli£F& Whymourhshiy dearCosmeliaf wl|y 
My Ufle,fny soul, dissolv’d itf briny teats? [appears 
Ha^ sonae flercc tiger thy lovM heifhr ^n. 
While I was yrand'ring o.n the neiglib'ring plaih f 
Of has aOiiiOgreedy wolf 4evotti^ thy sheep f 
What iidiliiiilbKiutt fliakto Cbfdieiia weepf 
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Speak, that I may prcveat thy griefs increase, 
Partake thy sorrows, or restore thy peace. 

Cos. Do you oot hear from far that mournful 
bellf 

*Tis for — I cannot the sad tidings tell. 

Oh ! whither are my fainting spirits fled ! 

'Tis for Celesdar^trephon, oU!— sh^dead ! SO 
The brightest nymph, the princess of uie plain, 
By an untimely dart untimely slain ! 

Streph. Dead! Tis impossible 1 she cannot die ! 
Slices too divine, too much a deity : 

Tis a false rumour some ill swains have spread, S5 
Who wish, perhaps, the good Celestia dead. 

Cos. All I no ; the truth in ev’ry face appears. 
For cv^ry face you meet’s overflow’d with tears. 
Trembling and pole 1 ran thro’ all the plain, 

From flock to flock, and ask’d of ev'ry swain, 30 
But each, scarce lifting his dejected head, . 

Cry’d, * Oh ! Cosmelia; oh ! Celestia’s dead.’ 
Streph. Something was meant by tbatill-bo-i 

Of the prophetic raven from the oak, [ding croak p 
Which straight by lightning was in shivers broke ; J 
But we our mischief feel before we see, 33 
Seiz'd and o'erwhehn’d atonce with miseiy. 

Cos. Since then we have no trophies to bestow, 
No pompous things to make a glorious show, 

(Fk>r all the tribute a poor swain can bring, 49 
In rural numbers is to mourn and sing,) 

I^t us beneath the gloomy shade Fehwiiise 
Celestia's sacred name iu no less saerod velie. 

POHFRE1. X 
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fti^EPB. Celestia dead! then *tis in vain to live; 
Wbat*s all the comfort that the plains can give, 45 
Since diO; hy whose bright influenc^aione 
Our flocks increas'd, and we rejoic'd, is gone ? 
Since she, who round suck beaais of good ness spread 
Asgove new life to cv'ry saain, is dead? 

Cos. In vain we wish for the delightful spring; 50 
What joys dfli flowVy May or April bring, 
Wbenshe, for whom the spaciousplams were spread 
With early flowers and cheerful greens, is dead ? 
lo vain did courtly Damon warm the earth, 

To give to summer fruits a winter birth ; 55 

In vain wc autumn w'ait, which crowns the fields 
With wealthy crops, and various plenty yields 
Sfince that fair nymph, for whom the boundless store 
Of Nature was preserv’d, is now no more. 

Strepo. Farewell for ever then to all that's gay ; 
You will forget to sing and 1 to play : 61 

No more with Cheerful songs, in cooling bow'rs, 
.Shall we consume the pleasurable hours : 

All joys are baRish*d, all delights are fled, 

Ne’er to return, now fair Celestia's dead ! 65 

Cos. If e^er 1 sing, they shall be mournful lays 
Of great Celestia's name, Celestia’s pniise; 

How good she was, how generous, how ^ise ! 

Ilow beautiful her shape, how bright her eyes ! 
How charming all I how much she was ador'd, 70 
Alive! — when dead, how much her loss deplor'd t 
A noble theme, and able to inspire 
The humblest Mum with the sublimest fire^ 
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And since we do of s«cl» a princess sing, 

ours ascend upon a stronger wing, 75 

And while we do the lofty numbers join. 

Her name will make the ^rniony divine. 

Raise, then, tliy tuneful voice, and be the song 
Sweet as her temper, as her virtue strong, 79 
Si REPH. When her great Lord to foreign war^ 
And left Celcstia here to rule alone, [was gone, 
With how serene a brow, how void of fear, 

When storms arose, did she the vessel steer ! 

And when the raging of the waves did cease, 
How gentle was her sway in times of peace ! 85 

Justice and Mercy did their beams unite. 

And round her temples spread a glorious light: 
So quick she eas'd the wrongs of ev’ry swain. 

She hardly gave them leisure to complain : 
Impatient to reward, but slow to draw 90 

Th' avenging sword of necessary law ; 

Like Heav'n, slie took no pleasure to destroy; 
With grief she punish’d, and she sav'd with joy. 

Cos. When godlike Bdliger, fr«m war's alarms, 
Return’d in triumph to Celestia’s arms, 95 
She met her hero with a full desire, 

But chaste as light, end vigorous ns fire : 

Such mutual flames^ equally divine, 

Dtd^iii each breast ^th such a lustre shine, 

Rfis could not seem the greater, tier's the lesa; 190 
Both were hnlheosc, fqr both w ere in excess. 

Strepii. Hh ! godlike princess ! oh 1 thrice happy 
While slie prtuTidid o'er the fruitful plains ! [swains ! 
r 2 
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While she, for ever ravish’d from our eyes. 

To mingle with her kindred of the skies, 105 
'Did for your peace her constant thdXights employ. 
The oympVs good angel, and the shepherd's joy ! 

Cos. All that was noble beautified her mind ; 
There Wisdom sat, with solid Reason join'd ; 
There, too, did Piety and Greatness wait, 110 
Meekness on Grandeur, Modesty on St;ate. 
Humble amidst the splendours of a#irone. 

Plac'd above all, and yet despising none ; 

And when a crown was forc'd on her by Fate, 

She with some pain submitted to be great. 115 
Streph. Her pious soul with emulation strove 
To gain the mighty Pan's important love, 

To whose mysterious rites she always came 
With such an active, so intense a dame, 

The duties of religion seem’d to be 120 

No more her care than her febcity. 

Cos. Virtue unmix'd, without the least allay. 
Pure as the light of a celestial ray. 

Commanded all the motions of the soul 
With such a soft but absolute control, 125 

That asaheknew what bestgreat Pan would please. 
She ^ perform'd it with' the greatest ease ; 
Bimlbr W high exemplar she design’d. 

Tike him benevolent to all nudhind. 

Her foes she pity'd, not desir’d their blood, 13a 
And, to revenge their crimes she did them good • 
Nay, all affronts so unooncern'd she bore^ 
(Maufi^ that violent temptation paw’c) 
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As if she thought it vulgar to resent, 

Or wibh'd forgiveness their worst punishment. 135 
Strepii. Next mighty Pan was her illustrious 
lord, 

His high vicegerent, sacredly ador'd ; 

Him with sucii piety and zeal she lov’d, 

Tlie noble passion ev'ry hour improv’d, 

Till it ascended to that glorious height, 140 
*Twas next (if only next) to infinite ; 

This made her so entire a duty pay, 

She grew at last impatient to obey, 

And met his wishes with as prompt a zeal 
As an archangel his Creator’s will. _ 145 

Cos. Mature for heav’n, the fatal mandate cao^it^ 
Witli it a chariot of ethereal fiame, 

111 which, £lij all-like, she pass’d the spheres. 
Brought joy to heav’n, but left the world in tears. 

Strepii. MethiuksI see heron the plains of ligh^ 
All glorious, all incomparably bright ! 151 

While the immortal minds around her gaze 
On the excessive splendour of her rays, 

And scarce believe' a human soul could^e 
Endow’d with such stupendous majesty. 155 
Cos. Who con lament too much f O ! whe can 
mourn 

Foiough o'er beautiful Cclestia’s nm ? 

So great a loss as this deserves excess 
Of sorrow^ all’s too little that is less. 

But to Slippy the universal %oe, 150 

Tears firrahdl eyas, without cesBatum, flow • 
x3 
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Alltbat have p«ir*r to weep, or voice to groan. 
With throbbing breasts Celestia's fate bemoan ; • 
While marble rocks the conunon grieft partake, 

And echo back those cries they cannot make. 165 
Strepk. Weep then, (once fruitful) Vales ! and 
spring with yew ; 

Ye thirsty barren Mountains ! weep with dew ; 

Let ev'ry ilow'r on this extended plain 
Not droop, but shrink into its womb^lgain. 

Ne’er to receive anew its yearly hirtli ; 170 

Let ev’ry thing that’s gmteful leave the earth; 

Let mournful cypress, witli each noxious weed. 
And baneful venoms in their place succeed. 

Ye purling querulous brooks ! overcharg'd with grief, 
Hiito swiftly to the sea for more relief ; 175 

Xhen tiding back, each to his sacred head, 

Tell your astonish’d springs Celestia's dead ! 

Cos. Well have you suag, in an exalted strain, 
The fairest nymph e*er ^ac’d the British plain. 
Who knows but some officious angel may 180 
Your grateful numbers to her ears convey. 

That she smile upon us from above, 

And bleM wmournful plains with peace and love ? 
STRErs. But see I our flocks do to their folds 
repair, 

Tor nq^t, with sable clouds, obscures tlie air ; 185 
Cold ^mps descend from the nmi^leBome sky. 
And safety bids us to oOr cottage iy, 

Tho’ with each morn opr sorrows will ratam, 
Bachev’n,likeiughtiiigBleB,we1l8iiigaB4iboarn, > 
TOldfPth conveys os to tilt peaceful um. 190 J 
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ON THE UAHRZAGE OF 

THE EARL OF A 

WITH THE COUNTESS OF S . 

Triumphant beauty never looks so gay 
As on the morning of a nuptial day; 

Love then within a larger circle moves, 

New graces adds, and ev’ry charm improves. 
While Hymen does his sacred rites prepare, 

The busy nymphs attend the trembling fair, 
W^hose veins are swelled with an unusual heat, 
And eager pulses with strange motions beat ; 
Alternate passions various thoughts impart. 

And painful joys distend her throbbing heart ; 
Her fears are great, and her desires are strong; 
The minutes fly too fast^yet stay too long : 

Now she is ready— the next moment not ; 

All things are done— then sometliing is forgot; 
She fears — yet wishes the strange work wete done • 
Delay&*-yet is impatient to be gone. 

Disorders thus from evVy thought arise ; 

What Love persuades I know not what denies. 

Achates’ cboioedoes his firm judgment provdi 
And shows at once he can be wise, and love, 
Became k from no spnrioes passkm esaia^ 
was the product efatteUe tarns 
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Bold without rudencw, without hlnzing, bright, 
Pure as6x*d stun, and uncorrupt as light. 

By just degrees it to perfection grew, * 

An early ripeness, and a lasting too. 

So the bright sun ascending to his noon 
Moves not too slowly, nor is there too soon. 

But tho’ Achates was unkindly driven 
From his own land, he's banish'd into heav'n ; 
For sure the raptures of Cosmelia's lovsfl . 

Are next, if only next, to those above. 

Ibus pow'r divine does with his foes engage, 
Rewards his virtues, and defeats their rage ; 
For first it did to fair Cosmelia give 
All tliat a buoian creejture could receive; 
Whate'er can raise our wonder or deliglit. 
Transport tlie soul, or gratify the sight. 

Then, iu die full perfection of her charms, 
Lodg’d the bright virgin in AHiatcs* arms. 

What angels are is in Cospielia seen. 

Their awful glories and theirgodlike mign; 

For in her gspect all the graces meet, 

All that is no.ble, fae^utifvl, or sweet; 

There ev'ry charm in lofty triumph sits, 
Scorns poor defect, and to no fg,ul|: submits; 
There symmetiy, complexion eir, ynite, 
Sublimely noble, and amazing bright. 

So, newly finish'd, by the hand divine. 

Before her fall, did the first woman shine : 

But Eve in one great point she does excel; 

Cotmelie MTor en'd «t all; she ffU ; 
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From her teiRptation, in despair, withdrew, 

Nor more assaults whom k could ne'er subdue. 

Virtue confirm'd, and regularly brought 
To full maturity by serious thought, 

Her actions with a watchful eye surveys, 

Each passion guides, and every moment sways 
Not the least failure in her conduct lies, , 

So gaily modest, and so freely wise. 

Her judgment sure, impartial, and refin'd. 
With wit that's clear and penetrating join'd. 
O’er all the efforts of her mind presides. 

And to ^e noblest end her labours guides : 

Slie knows the best, and does the best pursue. 
And treads the maze of life without a clue; 
That the weak only and the wavering lack, 
When they're mistaken, to conduct *em back: 
She dues, amidst ten thousand ways, prefer 
The right, as if not capable to err. 

Her fancy, strong, vivacions and sublime. 
Seldom betrays her converse to a crime, 

And tho' it moves with a luxuriant heat, 

'Tis ne’er precipitous, but always great; 

For each expression, evVy teemuu; thought. 

Is to the scanning of her judgment brought. 
Which wisely separates the finest gold, 

And casts the image in a beauteous mould. 

No trifling words debase her eloquence, 

But all's paretic, all is sterling sense. 

Refin’d from drossy chat and idle noise, 

With which the female conversation cloys: 
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So well she knows, wfiat’s understood by few, 
To time her thonghts, and to express 'em too, 
That what she speaks does to tlie souF transmit 
Tlie fair ideas of delightful wit. 

lliubirious born, and as illustrious bred, 

By i;icat example to wise actions led, 

Muc'n to the fame her lineal heroes bore 
She owes, but to her own high genius moie; 
And by a noble emulation mov’d, • 
Excell’d their virtues, and her own improv'd, 
Till they arriv’d to that celestial height, 

Scarce angels greater be, or saints so bright. 

But if Cosmelia could yet lovelier be, 

Of nobler birth, or more a deity, 

Achates merits her, tho^ none but he, 

Whose generous soul abhors a base disguise, 
Besolv'd in action, and in council wise ; 

Too well confirm’d and fortify'd within 
For threats to force, or flattery to win ; 
Unmov’fi amidst the hurricane he stood; 

He dare be guiltless, and he will be good. 

Since the lirst pair in Paradise were join'd, 
Two hearts were ne’er so happily combin'd. 
Achates life to fair Cosmelia gives; 

In fair Cosmelia great Achates lives ; 

Each is to other the divinest bltu; 

He ib her heav’n, and she is more than his^ 

Oh ! may the kindest influence above 
Protect their persons, and indulge their love! 
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An Interiptionfor the Monument of 

DIANA, 

COUNTESS OF OXFORD AND ELGIN. 
DIANA OXONII ET ELGINI COMITISSA, 

Quae 

Illustri orta sanguine, sanguincm illustravit ; 
Ceciliorem mentis, clara, suis clanssima ; 
Ucquae iicsciret minor esse inaxiinis. 

Vitum incuntem iiinocentin ; 
Procedentein aix^pla virtutum cohors : 
Excuntem murs beatissiina dccoruvit; 
(Volente Numinc) 

Ut nuspiam dec&sci aut virtus aut felicitas, 
Duobus coiijuiictu mantis, 

Utrique chanssima: 

Priiuum 

(Quern ad atiiium habuit) 

Iinpense dilcxit: 

Secundum 

(Quern ad anrios liginti quatuor) 
Tanta pietatc et amore coluic; 

Ut qiii, viveiis, 

Obsequium, taiiquam patri, prestitit ; 
Morieiis, 

Patrimonium, tanquam filio, reliquit. 
Nuverca cum esset. 
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Matemam pielatem facile superavit. 
Famuiitii adeo mitem prudentemque curamgessit, 
, Ut non tarn domina familiae praeesae, 

Quam anima corpori inesse videretur. 
Denique, 

Cum pudico, humili, forti^ sancto animo, 
Virginibus, conjugibus, viduis, omnibus, 
ExenqdUm coasecrasset integerrimum, 
Terris anima major, ad similes evola^t superos. 


THE FOREGOING ^INSCRIPTION 

ATTEMPTCO IK EKCLISB. 

SIAKA OOXJKTE8S OF OXFORD AKD ELGIN, 

Who from a race of noble heroes came, 

And added lustre to its ancient fame ; 

Round her the virtoea of the Cecils shone, 

But with inferior brightness to her own, 

Wliich she refin’d to that sublime degree. 

The greatest mortal could not greater be. 

Each stage of life peculiar splendor had; 

Her tender years with innocence were clad ; 
Maturer grown, whate’er was brave and good 
In the retmue of her virtues stood; 

And at the final period of her breath. 

She croa-n’d herUfe with a propitious death. 
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HiBt no occasion might be wanting here 
To make her virtues fam'd or joys sincere, 

Two noble lords her genial bed poss^st, 

A wife to both the dearest and the best: 

Oxford submitted in one year to Fate, 

For whom her passion was exceeding great; 

To Elgin full six lustra were assign'd, 

And him sbe lovM with so intense a mind. 

That, living, like a father she obey'd; 

Dying, as to a son, left all she had. 

When a stepmother, she soon soar'd above 
The common height ev'n of maternal love. 

She did her num'rous family command 
With such a tender cai%, so wise a hand, ' 

She seem’d no otherwise a miatress there, 

Than godlike souls in human bodies are : 

But when to all sbe had example showed. 

How to be great and humble, chaste and good. 
Her soul, for earth too excellent, too high, 

Flew to its peers, the princes of thi sky. 


w 
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ELEAZAR’t LAMENT4TI0N 

OVER JERUSALEM. 

PARAPHRASED OUT OF JOSEPHUS. 

I. 

A ^ 

Alas ! J^rusalcin ! alas ! where's now 

Thy prisdiie glory, tliy unmatch'd renown, 

To which the heathen monarchies did boa ! 

Ah ! hapless, miserable town ! 

Where's all thy mtyesty, thy beauty, gone ^ 

Thou once most tie^le, celebrated place. 

The joy and the delight of all the earth, 

Who gav’st to godlike princes birth, 

And bred up heroes, an immortal race. 

Where's now the^ast magnificence which made 
The souls of fpieigners adore 
Thy wond'rous brightness, which no more 
Shall shine, but lie in an eternal shade ? 

Oh ! misery 1 where's all her mighty state. 

Her splendid train of num'rous kings. 

Her noble edifices, noble things, 

Which made her seem so eminently great. 

That barb’rous princes in her gates appear'd. 

And wealthy presents, as their tribute, brought 
To court her friendship ? for lier strength they fear'd^ 
And all her wide protecuon sought. 
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But now, ah ! now they laugh and cry, 

^ See how her lofty buildings lie ! 

* See how her flaming turrets gild the sky !* 

n. 

Where's all the young, the valiant, and the gay, 
That Oil her festivals were us’d to play 
Harmonious tunes, and beautify the day ? 

The glitt’ring troops which did from far 
Bring home the trophies and the spoils of war, 
Whom all the nations round with terrors view'd. 
Nor durst their godlike valour try? 

Where'er they fought they certainly subdu'd. 

And ev'ry combat gain’d a victoiy. 

Ah ! where’s the bouse of the Eternal King, 

The beauteous temple of the Lord of Hosts, 

To whose large treasuries our fleets did bring 
The gold and jewels of remotest coasts ? 

There had die infinite Creator plac’d 
His terrible, amazing name. 

And with his mere peculiar presence grac’d 
That heav'nly Sanctum where no mortal came. 
The high-priest only; he but once aryear 
in divine apartmeut might appear; 

So fui'bf glory, and so sacred, then; 

But now corrupted with the heaps of slain, 

Which, scatter’d round with tflood, dc^e the 
nighiy fane. 

f2 
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m. 

Alas ! Jerusalem! each spacious street 
Was ouce so fill’d, the num’rous throng 
Was forced to jostle as they pass’d afong, 

And thousands did with thousands meet ; 

The darling then of God, and man’s belovM retreat. 
In thee was the bright throne of Justice fix'd, 
Jusdoe impartial, and whh fraud unmix’d. 

She scorn'd the beauties of fallacious goM, 
Despising the most wealthy bribes, ^ * 

But did the sacred balance hold 

With godlike faith to ail our happy tribes. 

Thy well-built streets, and er’ry noble square, 
Were once with polish’d marble laid, 

And all thy lofty bulwarks made 

With wood’rous labour and with artful care. 

Thy pond’rous gates, surprising to behold. 

Were cover'd o’er with solid gold. 

Whose splendour did so glorious appear. 

It ravish’d and apiax’d the eye. 

And strangers passing, to themselves would cry, 

* What mighty heaps of wealth are here ! 

* How thick the bars of massy silver lie ! 

* O happy people ! and still happy be, 

^ Celestial city ! from destruction free, 

* May'st thou enjoy a loilg entire prosperitai* j 

IV. 

But now, O! wretched, wretched place! 

Thy streets and palaces are spread 

With lie aps of carcaasesjaud mountains of the dead. 
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The bleeding relics of the Jewish race : 

Each corner of the town, no vacant space, 

But is with breathless bodies fill'd, 

Some by the sword and some by famine kill'd. 
Natives and strangers are together laid : 

Death's arrows all at random ficw 
Amongst the crowd, and no distinction made, 
But both the coward and die valiant slew. 

All in one dismal ruin join'd, 

(For swords and pestilence are blind,) 

The fair, the good, the brave, no mercy find. 
Those that from far with joyful haste. 

Came to attend thy festival. 

Of the same bitter poison taste. 

And by the black destructive poison fall. 

For the avenging sentence pass'd on all. 

Oh ! see how the delight of human eyes 
In horrid desolation lies ! 

See how the burning ruins flame. 

Nothing now left but a sad empty name. 

And the triumpliant victor cries, 

* lliis was the fam'd Jerusalem !' 

V. 

The most obdurate creature must 
Be griev'd to see thy palaces in dust. 

Those ancient habitations of the just; 

And could the marble rocks but know 
The mis'riet of thy fatal overthrow, 

They'd strive to some secret way ankoowii, 
Maugre the senseleBs nature of the stone, 

1 5 
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Their pity and concern to show : 

For now Hrhere lofty bnildmgs stood 
Thy sons' corrupted carcasses are laid, 

And all by this destruction made 

One common Golgotha, one field of blood. 

See how these ancient men who rul'd thy state 
And made thee happy, made thee great. 

Who sat upon the awfni chair 
or mighty Moses, in long scarlet cla^ 

The good to cherish and chastise the Dad^ 
Now sit in the corrupted air, 

In silent melancholy, and in sad despair ! 

See how their murder'd children round 'em lie 
Ah ! dismal scene ! hark, how they cry ! 

‘ Woe ! woe ! one beam of mercy give, 

^ Good Heav'n ! Alas ! for we would live ! 

* Be pitiful, and suffer us to die T 
Thus they lament, thus beg fisr ease. 

While in their feeble aged arms they, hold 
The bodies of their oiftpring stiff and cold, 

To guard 'em from ihe rav'nous savages, 

Till their increasing sarrows Death persuade 
(For death must sure with pity see 
The horrid desolation he has made) 

To put a period to their misery. 

Thy wretched daughters that survive 
Arc by the Heathen kept alive 
Only to gratify their lost, 

And then be otfxed wilh the common dost. 
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Ob ! insupportable, stupendous woe ! 

Wliat shall we do ? ah*! whither sludl we go? 
Down to the grave, down to those l»ppy shades 
below, 

Where all our brave progenitors arc blest 
With endless triumph and eternal rest, 

VI. 

Bnt who, vvitliont a flood of tears, can see 
Thy mournful sad catastrophe ? 

Who can behold thy glorious Temple lie 
In ashes, nnd not be in pain to die ? 

Unhappy, dear Jerusalem ! thy woes 
Have rais'd my griefs to such a vast excess, 

Their mighty wei^t no mortal knows, 

Tliought cannot comprehend, or words express ; 
Nor can they possibly, while I survive, be less. 
Good Heev’n had been extremely kind 
If it had struck me dead, or struck me blind, 
Before this cursed time, this worst of days. 

Is Death quite tir’d ? are all his arrows spent? 

If not, why then so many doll delays? 

Quick, quick, let the oU^Bg dart be sent ! 

Nay, at me only let ten thousand fly, 

Wlioe'er shall wretchedly survive, tl^t I 
May, happily, be sure to die. 

Yet still we live, live xn excess of pain ; 

Our friends and relatives are slain; 

Nothing but rains round us see. 

Nothing bnt desolarion, woe, and adatfj I 
Nay, while we diua%ith bleediBg hcaitioemplauis 
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•Our enGiaics without prepare 
j/fheir direful engines to pursue the war, 
vAnd you may slavishly preserve your bi;path. 
Or seek for freedom in the arms of Death. 
VII. 

Thus tlien resolve, nor tremble at the thought; 
Can glory be too dearly bought ? 

Since the Almighty wisdom has decreed 
Tlmt we and all our progeny should bleed. 

It shall be after such a .noble way, ^ ^ 
Succeeding ages will with wonder view 
What brave despair compelled us to : 

No, we will ne'er survive another day. 

Bring then your wives, your dxildreu, all 
That’s valuable, good, or dear, 

With ready hands, and place ’em here ; 

They shall unite in one vast funeral. 

I know your courages are truly brave, 

And dare do any tiling but ill : 

Who would an aged fmlier save. 

That he may live in chains, and be a slave. 

Or for remorseless enenues to kill? 

Let your bold hands then give the fatal blow ; 
Tor what at any other time would he 
The dire effect of rage and cruelty, 

Is mercy, tenderness, gnd pity, now. 

This, then, perform'd, we’ll to the battle fly. 
And there, amid’st our, slaughter'd foes, expire. 
If ’tis revenge and glory you desire, 

Nctw you may have th^ if you dare hut die; 
Nay, more, ev’n freedom and eternity. 
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REASON. 

XJ NHAFPr man ! who, thro^ snccessive years, 
From curly youth to life's last ciiiidhood errs ; 

!No sooner born but proves a foe to truth, 

For infant Reason is o’erpowV’d in youth. 

The cheats of sense will half our learning share, 
And preconceptions all our knowledge are. 
Reason, *tis true, should over sense preside. 
Correct our notions, and our judgments guide ; 
But false opinions, rooted in the mind, 

Hoodwink the soul, and keep our reason blind. 
Jleason\s a taper which but faintly bums ; 

A languid dame, that glows and dies by turns ; 
We sce't a little while, and but a little way ; 

We travel -by its liglit, as men by day ; 
fibt ipiickly dying, it forsakes us soon, 
like mommg'etars, that never stay till noon. 

Tlie soul can scarce above the body rise. 

And all we see is with corporeal eyes. 

Life now does icaroe one glimpse of light display: 
We moim in darkness, and despair of day : 

1 bat natural light, once dress’d with orient beam!^ 
Is^now diminish’d, and a twili^ soenui; 

A mnoellaneous compos^ion, made 

nigbt And day, of sunshine and of shade. 

Thn/ an micertain medium new we look. 

And dad that fidsehood which for tratb we KmA: 
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Mpys projected from the ettttem ikiee 
Rt^ tlie false day before the sun can rise. 

‘ Tlattlittie knowledge now which man obtains, 
Prom outward ol^jects and from sense he gams: 
He, like a wretch^ slave, must plod and sweat, 
By day must toil, by night that toil repeat ; 

Aiad yet at last what little fruit he gains ! 

A beggarfs harvest, glean’d with mighty pajns. 

The passions still predominant will 
Ungovern’d rude, not bred m Reason’s school ; 
Our understanding they with darkness 611, 

Cause strong corruptions, and pervert the will ; 
On these the soul, as on some flowing tide. 

Must sit, and on the raging billows nde, 

Hurry’d away ; for how can be withstood 
Th’ impetuous torrent of the boding blood } 

Be gone, false hopes ! for all our learning’s vain ; 
Can we be free where these the rule maintain? 
These are the tools of knowledge which we use ; 
The spirits heated will strange things produce. 
Tell me who e’er the paasiohs could control. 

Or from the body disengage the soul : 

Till this is done our best pursuits are vain 
To conquer truth, and unmix’d knowledge gain. 
Thro* dfl the bulky I’olumes of the dead, 

And thro’ those books lhatmodem times havebfed, 
With pain we travel, as thro’ moorish ground, 
Where scarce one useful plant is ever found ; 
O’er-run with errors, which so thick appear, 

Our search proves vain, no qiark of truth is there. 
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What’s all the noky jargon of die sdiools 
But idle nonsense of laborious fools, 

Who fetter reason with perplenng rales? 

What in Aquinas* bulky works are found 
Does not e^ghten Reason, but confound. 

Who tnu’els Scotus’ swelling tomes shall find 
A cloud of darkness rising on the mind. 

Ill controverted points can reason sway, 

When passion or conceit still hurries us away? 
Thus his new notions Sherlock would instill, 

And clear the greatest mysteries at will ; 

But by unlucky wit pcrplexM them more, 

And made them darker than they were before. 
South soon oppos'd him, out of Christian zeal. 
Showing how well he could dispute and rail. 

How sh^l we e'er discover which is right, 

When both so eageiiy maintain the fight? 

Each does the other's arguments deride ; 

Each has the Church and Scripture on his side : 
The sharp ill-natur’d combat's but a jest : 

Both may be wrong ; one, perhaps, errs the least. 
How shall we know which Articles are true, 

The Old ones of the cliurdi, or Burnet's New ? 

In paths uncertain and unsafe he treads 
Who blindly follows others' fertile heads. 

What sure, what certain mark have we to know 
Tlie right or wrong 'twist Burges^ Wake^ and 
' Howe? 

Should sintun'd Nature crave the medic art. 
What health can that cootentious tiibe impart? 
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Alid gives no obher reason, but liis will. 

No longer Uwat your art, yc impious raee 1 
Let wars kwixt alcalies and acids cease, 

And proud G— 11 with Colbatch be at peace. 
Gibbons aiid Radcliffe do but rarely guess ; 
To-day they’ve good, to-morrow no success. 

Ev^i Garth and Mnaru8*8onictiroes slmllnrevail. 
When Gibson, learned Haimes, and Twptig fail. 
And, more tlian once, weVe seen that bluOdVing 
S— ne, 

Missing the gout, by chance has bit the stone ; 
Tlic patient docs the lucky error find ; 

A cure he works, tho’ not tlic cure design’d. 

Custom, the world’s great idol, we adore, 

And knowing this, we seek to know no more. 
What education did at first receive, 

Our ripen’d age confirms us to believe : 

The careful nurse and priest are all wc need, 

To learn opinions and our country's creed : 

'J'lfe parents' precepts early arc iostill'd, 

And spoil the man, while ^ey instruct the child. 
To what hard fate is human-kind betray'd, 

When thus implicit faith's a virtue made, 

When education more than trutli prevails. 

And nought is current but wliat custom seals t 
I'hus from tliO time we first begin to know, 

We li\c and learn, but not the wiser grow. 



* Sir Jtwhard Blackmaie. 
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We seldom use our liberty aright, 

Nor judge of things by universal light; 

Our prepossessions and affections hiud 
The soul in chains, and lord k o'er the,miiid ; 

And if 8clf-iiit*rest be but hi the case, 

Our uneanmin’d principles may pass. [cehre. 
Good Ileav'ns ! tliat man should thus himself <||n- 
To learn on credit, and on trust believe ! 

Better the mind no notions bad retain'd, 

But still a fair unwritten blank remain'd : 

For now, who truth from fnlschoud would discern^ 
Must first disrobe the mind, and all unlearn. 
Errors contracted in unmindful youth, 

When once remov'd, will smooth the way to truth. 
To dispossess tlie child the mortal li\es. 

But death approaches ere tiie man arrives. [fin<4 
Those who would learning's glorious kingdma 
The dear bought purchase of tlic trading mind, 
From many dangers roust tliemselvcs acquit. 

And more than Scylla and Charybdis meet. 

Oh ! what an ocean must be voyag'd o'er 
To gain a prospect of the shining sliore^ 

Resisting rocks oppose tb' inquiring soul. 

And adverse waves retard it as they roll. 

Does not cliac foolish deference we pay 
To men that liv'd long since our passage stay? 
*^hat odd prepost'rous patlis at first we treads 
And leant to walk by stumbling ou the dead? 
First we a blessing from the grave implore. 
Worship old urns, and monuments adore; 
o 
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•rtTe reverend siige, with vast esteem, we prize ; 

He liv'd long since, nndmust be wondrqus wise. 
Thus are we debtors to the famous dead 
For all those errors which their fancies bred : 
Errors indeed ! for real knowledge stay'd 
With those first times, nor farther was convey'd, 
WUHe light opinions are much lower brought. 

For on the waves of ignorance they flo^ ; 

But solid truth scarce ever gains the shmb, 

So soon it sinks, and ne'er emerges more. 

Suppose those m^y dreadful dangers past, 
Will knowledge dawn, and bless the mind at last ? 
Ah ! no; 'tis now environ'd from our eyes, 

Hides ^1 its charms, and undiscover'd lies. 

Truth, like a single point, escapes the sight, 

And claims attention to perceive it right: 

But what resembles truth is soon descry'd, 

Spread like a surface and expanded wMe. 

Ibe first man rarely, very rarely, finds 
The tedious search of long inquiring minds : 

But yet what's worse, wo know not when we err; 
Whatraark docs truth, whut bright distinction, bcar^ 
How do we know that what we know is true f 
How shall we falsehood fiy, and truth pursue ? 

Let none then here his certain knowl^ge boast, 
Tis all but probability at most : 

This is the easy purchase of the mind. 

The vulgar's treasure, which we soon may find : 
But truth lies hid, awd ere we can explore 
The g^uVing gem, our fleeting life is o'er. 
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A- PROSPECT OF DEATH. 


Scd onifi«« ttiia manet nox^ 

Etcakanda armel via letiti. HOR* 


. 1 . 

Since we can die but once, and after death 
Our state no alteration knows, 

But when we have rewgn’d our breath 
Th' immortal spirit goes 
To endless joys or everlasting woes, 

'Wise is the man who labours to secure . 
That mighty and important stake. 

And by all methods strives to make 
His passage safe and his reception sure. 

to die no man of reason fears, 

For certainly nc must. 

As we ure born, return to dust ; 

*'ris the last point of many lingering years : 
But wbitfaer then we go, 

Whither we fain would know; 

But human understanding cannot show : 

This makes us tremUc, und creates 
Strange apprehensions in the muid. 

Tills it with restless doubts and wild debates 
Concerning what ive living cannot find, 
o 
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IfoBC know what death is but the dead, 
Therefore wc all, by natdre, dying dread, 

As astrange doubtful Way we know not how to tread. 

When to the margin of the grave we come. 

And scarce have one black painful hour to live. 
No hopes, no prospect of a kind reprieve 
To sto)) our speedy passage to the tomb, 
llow moving and how mournful is tflb>sight ! 

How wondrous pitiful. How wondrous sad ! 

Where then is refuge, where is comfort, to be had 
In the dark minutes of the dreadful ni^ 

To cheer ourdrooping souls for tfaeiraxnazing flight ^ 
Feeble and languishing in bed wc lie. 

Despairing to recover, void of rest. 

Wishing for death, and yet afraid to die; 

Terrors and doubts distract our breast, 

Witli mighty agonies and mighty pains opprest. 
III. 

Our face is moisten’d with a clammy sweat, 

Faint and irregular the pulses beaty 
The blood unactive grows, 

And tliickens as it flows, 

Depriv'd of all its vigour, all its vital heat : 

Our dying eyes roll heavily about^ 

Their light just going out, 

And for some kind assistance call; 

But pity, useless pi^'s all 
Our weeping fnenib can give 
Or we receive; 

Tbo' their desires are great their pow’rs are small. 
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The tongue's unable to declare 

I'he pains and griefs, the miseries, \vc bear, 

Ho^v insupportable our torments are. 

Music no more delights our deaf 'ning ears. 
Restores tiur joys, or dissipates our fears, 

But all IS melancholy, all is sad, 

Tn robes of deepest mourning clad ; 

For evVy faculty and ev’ry sense 
Partakes tlic woe of tliis dire exigence. 

IV. 

Then wc arc sensible, too late, 

*Tis no advantage to be rich or great ; 

I'urall the fulsome pride and pageantry of state 
No consolation brings; 
niches and honours then arc useless things, 
Tasteless or bitter all. 

And, like the book which tlic Apostle ate, 

To the iH-judipg palate sweet. 

But turn at lam to uauseousness and gall. 
Nothing will then our drooping spirits cheer 
But the remembrance of good actions pojst : 
Virtue's ajoy that will for ever last, 

And makes pule Death lets terrible appear, 
Takes out his baneful stiog, and palliates our fear 
In the dark antichorober of the grave 
What would we give (ev*n all we have. 

All that our care and industry liath gained, 

All that our policy, our fraud, our art, obtain'd) 
g3 
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Could we recall those fi^ hours again 
Which we consum’d in senseless Tatiities, 
Ambitious follies, or luxurious ease; 

For then they urge our terrors and increase our pain. 
V. 

Our friends and relatives stand weeping by, 
Dissolv'd in tears, to see us die, 

And plunge into the deep abyss of 4|ude eternity. 
In vain they mourn, in vain ^ey grieve, 

Their sorrows cannot our’s relieve : 
lliey pity our deplorable estate ; 

But what, alas ! can pity do 
To soften the decrees of Fate ? 

Besides, the sentence is irrevocable too. 

All their endeavours to preserve our breath, 

Tho’ they do unsuccessful prove, 

Show us how much, how tenderly they love, 

But cannot cut off the entail of death. 

Mournful they look, and crowd about our bed ; 
One, with odious haste, 

Brings us a cordial wc want sense to^te; 
Another sofUy raises up our head ; 

This wipes away the sweat; that, sighing, cries, 

* See what convulsions, what strong agonies, 

* Both soul aud body undergo ! 

* His pains no intermission know, 

< For ev’ry gasp of air he draws returns in sighs.* 
Each would bis kind assistance lend 
To nave his dear relation Or his dearer friend. 

But stiQ in vain with Destiny they all contend. 
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VI. 

Our father, pale with grief and watching growBy 
Takes our cold hand in his, and cries, ‘ Adieu ! 

* Adieu, my child! now I must follow you;’ 

Then weeps, and gently lays it down. 

Our sons, who in their tender years 
Were objects of osir cares and of our fears. 

Come trembling £6 our bed, and, kneeling, 079 

* Bless us, O Father ! now before you die ; 

* Bless us, and be you bless'd to all eternity.’ 

Our friend, whom equal to ourselves we love. 
Compassionate and kind. 

Cries, * Will you leave me here behind ? 

* Without me fly to the bless’d seats above? 

* Without me, did I say ? ah ! no ; 

* Without thy friend thou const not go ; 

* For tho’ thou leav*st roe grQV*ling here bebw^ 

' My soul with thee shall upward fly 

* And bear tby spirit company 

^ Thro' the bright passage pf the yielding sky. 

* Ev’n death, that parts thee from thyself, shfill b9 ■ 

* Incapable to separate 

* (For *tis not in the pow'r of Fate) 

* My friend, my best, my de asest, friend and me; 

* But since it must beso, iaiewell, 

* Forever! No; for we shall meet agein, 

* And live like gods, the* dow we die 19 ^ mil, 

* la dmeMd ngioiiswMi jflKSf^ 
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vn. 

Tl^e soul, unable longer-to mainticm 
The fruitl^ and Unequal strife, 

{Ending her weak endeavours vain 
To kectp the counterscarp of life, 

By alow degrees retires towards the heart. 

And fortifies that little fort 
With all the kind artilleries of ar^ 

Botanic legions guarding cvVy port; 

But Death, whose arms no mortal can repel, 
A formal siege disdains to lay. 

Summons his fierce battalions to the fray. 

And in a minute storms the feeble citadel. 
Sometimes we may capitulate, and he 
Pretends to make a solid peace ; 

ButUis all sham, all artifice, 

That we may negligent and careless be; 

For if his armies arc withdrawn to-day, 

And we believe no danger near. 

But all is peaceable and all is clear, 

His troops return some unsuspected way ; 
While in the soft embrace of Sleep we lie, 
Hie secret nlurd'rers stab us, and we die. 

vni. 

Siooe our first parents' fall 
Inevitable death descends on all, 

A portioo none of human race can miss; 

But ihiit which rnakea tt sweet or bitter is 
The fim of niiinri woertaio hopes of bliss ; 
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For when th’ impenitent and wicked die, 

Loaded with crimes and infamy, 

If any sense at that sad time remains, 
lliey feel amazing terrors, mighty pains, 

The earnest of that vast stupendous woe 
Which they to all eternity must undergo. 

Confin'd in hell with everlasting chains. 

Infernal spirits hover in the air. 

Like rav'nous wolves, Co seize upon ihe pisy, 

And hurry the departed souls away 
To the dark receptacles of despair. 

Where they must dwell till that tremendous daj 
When the loud trump shall call them to appear 
Before a Judge most terrible and most severe. 

By whose just sentence they must go 
To everlasting pains and endless woe. 

IX. 

But the good man, whose soul is pure, 

Unspotted, regular, and free 

From all tlie ugly stuns of lust and villaoy. 

Of mercy and of pardon sure, 

Looks thro* the darkness of the gloomy nighty 
And sees tlie dawning of a glorious day; 

Sees crowds of angels ready to cnnvty 
His soul, whene’er she takes her flight. 

To the surprising mansions of immcN^ l%ht: 

Tiien the celestial guards around hbn stand, 

Nor sufier the black demons of the sir ^ 

T oppose his passage to the pcumisVIfiid^ 
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Or terrify hit thoughts with wild despair, 

Bgt all is calm within, and all without is fair. 

His pray’rs, his charity, his virtue^ press 
To plead for mercy when he wants it most; 
Notone of all the happy number's lost, 

And tliose bright advocates ne'er want success: 
But when the soul's releas'd from dull mortality. 
She passes up in triumph ^o* the skj[^ 
Where^e's united to a glorious tiling 
Of angels, who, with a celestial song, 
Congratulate her conquest as she flies along. 

X. 

If, therefore, all must quit tlie stage. 

When or how soon we cannot know. 

But late or early we are sure to go, 

In the fresh bloom of youth or wither'd age, 

We cannot take too sedulous a care 
In this important grand affiiir, 

For as we die we must remain ; 

Hereafter all our hopes are vain. 

To make oorpeacewitb Heav'n, or to return again. 
The heathen, who no better understood 
TIuUi what die light of Nature tauglit, declar'd 
No future misery could be prepar'd 
For die sincere, the merplful, the good ; 

But if there was a state of rest, 
they should with the same happiness be Uest 
As the immortglg^ if were, possest 

We have tto prODU^e of ctomal Truth, 
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Those who life well, and pious paths pursue, 
To man and to their Maker true, 

Let ’em expire in age or yout|i, 

Can never miss 

Their way to everlasting bliss; 

But from a world of misery and care 
To mansions of eternal ease repair. 

Where joy in full perfection flows, 

And in an endless circle move 
Thro' the vast round of beatific )ove, 

W’hich no cessation knows. 
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OV THE 

GENERAL CONFLAGRATION, 

' ASlO 

ENSUING JUDGMENT. 


Eiie qQoque in fetis, reminifcitar, affSor^dampus 

Opomare, quo tellus, correptanue legla eeeli 

ImtaX, et mundi rnola opeioM laborct. OVIJD MET*- 


I. 

Now the black days of universal doom, 

Which wondrous prophecies foretold, are come : 
What strong convulsions, what stupendous wee, 
Must sinking Nature undergo. 

Amidst the dreadful wreck and final overthrow ! 
Methinks I hear her, conscious of her fate, 

With fearful groans and hideous cries 
nil the presaging skies, 

Unable to support the weight 

Or of the present or approaching miseries, 

Methinks 1 hear her summon all 

Her guilty o&pring, raving with despair. 

And trembling, cry aloud, ' Prepare, 

Ye sublunaiy posr'rs ! t* attend my figieml/ 

IL 

See ! see the tragka} portents^ 

Those disBMd haffbingerf of dire events, 
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Loud thunders roar, and darting lightnings fly 
Thro* the dark concave of die troubled sky; 

The fiery ravale is begun, die end is nigh. 

See how the glaring meteors blaze ! 

Like baleful torches, O, tliey come, . 

To light dissolving Nature to her tomb I 
And, scattering round their pestilential rays, 
Strike the affrighted nations with a wild amaze. 
Vast sheets of flame and globes of Are, 

By an impetuous wind, are driven 
Thro* all the regions of th’ inferior heav'n. 

Till hid in sulphVous smoke diey seemingly expire. 


m. 


Sad and amazing His to see 
What mad confusioil n^es over all 
This scorching ball ! 

No country is exempt, no nation free, 

But each partakes the epidemic nupery. 

What dismal havoc of mankind is ttada 
By wars, and pestilence, and dearth, 

Thro’ the whole mournful earth. 

Which with a murd’ring fury th^ invade, 
Forsook bjrProvideiyce and all propitious aid I 
Whilst fiends let looie, thfir utmost rage employ 
Town all cMngp here belo|r ; 

Their malice atfd revenge no limits know, 

Botin the universal tumult all destroy. 
rOUFRET. m 
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IV. 

Distrac^ morti^ from their citi«l(fly 
For safety to their champaign ground; 

But there no safety can be found ; 

The vengeance of an angry Deity, 

With unrelenting fury, does enclose them round; 
And whilst for mercy some aloud implore 
Itie God they ridicul’d before; ^ ^ 

And others, raving with their woe, 

(For hunger, thirst, despair, they undergo,') 
Blaspheme and curse thePow’r they should adore: 
TIrt earth, parch’d up witli drought, her jawa 
extends, 

And Offing wide a dreadful tomb, 

Tllle howling multitude at once descends 
Together all into her burning womb. 


V. 

The tremblin|jAlpB abscond their aged heads 
In mighty ptms of tnlemal smoke, 

Wliich from (heir bellowing caverns broke, 

And suffocates whole tiatioas where it spreads. 
Sometimes the fire srithiii divides 
The massy rivers of those Mfiret chains 
Tffh&dx hold together drnir prodigious sides, 

And hvls the shatihr’d ro^s o*er%ll the plifto^ 
While coifM and cities, ev*ry tldhg below, 

Is ovcrwht|m*d vrith the mat burs^of wot, * 
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VI. 

No show Vs descend from the malignant sky 
To cool the burning of the thirsty field ; ^ 

The trees no leaves, no grass the meadowSi yield* 
But all is barren, all is dry. 

The little no more 

To larger streams their tribute pay, 

Nor to the ebbing ocean they, 

Which, with a strange unusual roar, [before^ 
Forsakes those ancient bounds it would have pasl'd 
And to the monstrous deep in vain retires: 

For cv’n the deep itself is not secure. 

But, belchiag subterraneous fires. 

Increases still the scalding oldenture. 

Which neither earth, nor air, nor water, can endm 

VIL 

The sun, by sympathy, conoemVl 
At tliosc convulsions, pangs, and agonies, 

Which on the whole creatioB leiat^ 

Is to substantial dadmettt tun'd. 

Thd neighb’ring auMs;^ a|if a purple flood 
0*erflow’d her tofellglig orb, appears 
like a bugf mass ofUaok corrupting blood. 

For she herself a disstflotioii foars. 

larger planets, wbieh once shone so br%bl 
with die refleoted rays of borrow'd light, 

Shook from their ceatro, wUhout motion lie 
Umeldy globes of solid night, 
ruinous lumber of the sky. 

H 2 
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VIIT. 

Amidst this dreadful hurricane of Woes 
(For fire^ confusion, horror, and despair. 

Fill ev'ry region of the tortur'd earth and air) 

The great archangel his loud trumpet l^ws ; 

At whose amazing sound fresh agonies^ 

Upon expiring Nature seize : 

For now she’ll in few minutes knotW. 

Thi* ultimate event and fate of all below. 

Awake, ye dead! awake ! he cries; 

(For all must come) 

All that had human breath, arise, 

To hear your last unalterable doom ! 

IX. 

At this the ghastly tyrant, who had sway'd 
So many thousand ages uncontrollM, 

No lunger could his sceptre hold, 

But gave up al^and was himself a captive madel 
The scatter'd particles of human clay. 

Which in the silent grave’s dark chambers lay^ 
Resume their pristine formtailgun. 

And now from mortal grow immortal men. 
Stapendous energy of sacred pow'r! 

Which can collect, wherever cast^ 

The smallest atoms, and that shape restore 
Which they had worn so many years before. 

That thro* strange aocidentsa^oum'rous 
past 
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X. 

See how the joyful angels fty 
From ev'ry quarter of Uie sky, 

To gather, and to convoy all 
The pious sons of human race 
To one capacious place, 

A.bovc the confines of this flaming ball. 

See With tenderness and love they bear 
Those righteous souls thro’ the tumultuous air,) 
Whilst the ungodly stand below, 

Raging with shame, confusion, and despair, 
Amidst the burning overthrow, 

Expecting fiercer torments and acuter woe. 
Round them infernal spirits howling fly ; 

‘ O horror ! curses I tortures ! chains !* Jtbey cry, 
And roar aloud with execrable blasphemy. 

XL 

Hark ! how the daring stew of Infamy, 

Wlio once dissolv'd, in pleasures lay, 

And laugh’d at this tremendous day, • 

To rocks and mountains now to hide ’em Cry; 

But rocks and mountains all in ashes lie. 

Their shame's so mighty, and sq strong their fear. 
That, rather than appear 
Before a God incens’d, they would be borlM 
Amongst the burning mins of the worfd, 

And lie conceal'd, if possible, for ever there. 
u3 
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Time was they would notown a Deity, 

Nor after death a future state; 

But DOW, by sad experietice^ find too late 
There is, and terrible to that degree, ' 

That rather than behold his face the/d cease to be, 
And sure ’tis better, if Heav'n would give consent, 
To have no being ; but they must remain 
For ever, and for ever be in p^. 

O inexpressible, stupendous puni&M^nnilkl^ 

Which cannot be endur’d, yet must be underwent I 

xn. 

But now the eastern skies expanding wide, 

The glorious Judge omnipotent descends. 

And to the sublunary world his passage bends, 
Wh^re, cloath’d with' human nature, he did once 
reside. 

Hound him the bright ethereal armies fly, 

And loud triumphant hallelujahs sing, 

Witli songs of praise, and hymns of victory, 

To their celes^ king ; 

' All glory, pow'r, dominion, majesty, 

* Now, and for everlhsting ages, he 

* To the essential One and co-eternal Three ! 
Perish tliat world, as *tb decreed, 

* Which saw the God incarnatd bleed ! 

* Peris!), by thy almighty vengeance, those 

' WIh) durst thy person or tliy laws expose ; 

< The cursed refuse of mankind, and hell's proa<) 
seed. 
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* Now to the unbelieving nations show 

* Thou art a God from all eternity; 

‘ Not titular, or but by office so ; 

* And let 'em the mysterious union sel^ 

^ Of human nature with the Deity.' 

XI ri. 

With mighty transports, yet with awful fears. 

The good behold this glorious sight ; 

Tlieir God in all his majesty appears, 

Ineffable, amazing bright, 

And seated on a throne of everliilsting light. 

Round the tribunal, next to the Most High, 

In sacred discipline and order, stand 
The peers and princes of the sky, 

As they excel in glory or command. 

Upon the right hand that illustrious crowd. 

In the white bosom of a shining cloud, 

Whose souls, abhorring ail ignoble crimes, 

Did, with a steady course, pursue 
His holy precepts in the worst of times, 

Maugre what earth or hell, what men or do fils 
could do. 

And flow that God they did to death adore. 

For whom such torments and such pains they borti^ 
Returns to place them on those thrones above. 
Where, undisturb’d, uncloy’d, they will possess 
Divine substantial .happiness, 

Unbounded as his pow’r, and lasting as his love^ 
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XIV. 

* Goybriogy^e Judge impartial, frowning, cries, 

* Those rebel sons who did my laws despise ; 

‘ Whom neither threats nor promises could 
move, 

* Not all my sufferings, nor all my lov^ 

* To save themselves from everlaslittg miseries.* 
At this ten millions of archangels flew 
Swifter than lightning, or the swiftest thought, 
And less than in1|n insUmt brought 

The wretched, curs’d, infernal crew ; 

Who with distorted aspects, come 
To hear their sad intolerable doom. 

* Alas !’ they cry, * one beam of mercy show, 

^ Tliou all'forgiving Deity ! 

* 'I'o pardon crimes is natural to thee ; 

^ Crush us to nothing, or suspend our woe : 

* But if It cannot, cannot be, 

* And we roust go into agulf of Are, 

* (For who can with Omnipotence contend f) 

< Grant, for thou art a God, it may at last expire, 

* And all our tortures have an end. * 

* Eternal burnings, O ! we cannot bear, 

* Tho* now our bodies too immortal are. 

* Let *em be pungent to the last degree; 

* And let our pains innumerable be ; 

* But let ’em not extend to all eterni^ F 
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XV. 

Lo ! now there does no place remain 
For penitence and tears, but all 
Must by their actions stand or fall: 

To hope for pity is in vain; 

The die is cast, and not to be recall'd again. 

Two mighty -books are by two angels brought i 

In tills, impartially recorded, stands 

The law of Nature, and divine commands; 

In that, each action, word, and thought, 

Whate’er was said in secret, or in secret wrought. 
Then first the virtuous and the good, 

Who all the fury of temptation stood, [blood, 
And bravely pass’d thro’ ignominy, ohaiiis, and 
Attended by their guardian angels, come 
To the tremendous bar of final doom. 

In vain the grand Accuser, railing, brings 
A long indictment of enormous things, 

Whose guilt wip’d off by penitential tears. 

And their Redeemer's blood and agonies, i 
No more to their astonishment appears. 

But in the secret womb of dark Oblivion lies. 

XVI. 

* Come now, my Friends !’ he oies; * ye sons of 

grace, 

* Partakers once of all my wrongs and shame, 

' llespis’d and hated for my name ; 

t Come toyour Saviour's and your God's embrace I 
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* Ascend, and those bright diadems possess, 

* For you by my eternal Father made 

* Ere the founiatioa of the world laid; 

* And that surprising happiness, [less; 

‘ Immense as my own Godhead, and will ne'erbe 
' Fur when I languishing in prison lay, 

< Naked, and starv’d aha^st for want of bread, 

' Yondid your kindly visils pax* 

* Both cluth’d my body, and my hunger fed. 

* Weary’d with skdmess, or oppress’d with gdef« 

‘ Your hand was always seadyto supply ; 

* Whene’er X waited, you were always by 
*' To share my sorrows or to give relief. 

* la all (J istrels so tender was your love, 

* I could no anaious trouble bear ; 

* No black misfortuae or veiatious cart, 

* But you were still impaoeot to remove, 

^ And meum’d your ^laritaUe hand should un* 
successful prove : 

* All this yon did, tho’ not to me 

* In person, yet to mine in misery; 

* And shall for evet Jive 

^ III all the glories that a God can give, 

* Oi a created being’s able to receive.’ 

xvn. 

At this the architects divine on high 
Innumerable thrones of gloiy raise, 

Qn which they, m appointed order, place 
The human, o^eirs of etenu^. 

And with united hymns the G^ mcamate praise: 
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•' O holy, holy, holy Lord, 

‘ Eternal God, almighty One, 

' Be thoa for ever, and be thon alone, 

* By all thy creatures constantly ador’d ! 

* Ineffable coequal Three, 

* Who from nonentity gave birth 

* To angels and to men, to heaven a^^ to earth, 

‘ Yet always wast thyself, and wilt for ever be ! 

* But for thy mercy we had ne’er possest 
'Th#e thrones, and this immense felicity, 

* Could ne’er have been so infinitely blest : 

* Therefore all glory, powV, dominion, majesty, 

‘ To thee, O Lamb of God I to thee 

* For ever, longer than for ever, be !' 

XVIII. 

Then the kicamate Godhead turns his face 
To those upon the left, and cries, 

(Almighty vengeance flashing in his eyes) 

* Ye impious, unbelieving race! 

‘ To those eternal torments go, 

* Prepar’d for those rebellious sons of light, 

‘ In burning darkness mid in flaming night, 

* Which shall no limit or cessation know, 

* But always are extreme, and always will be so. 
The final- sentence pass’d, a dreadful doud 
Enclosing all tlie miserable crowd, 

A mighty hurricane of thonder rose^ 

And hurl’d 'em all into a lake of fire, 

Which^ muter, never, neirer, can expire. 

The vast abyss of eiKltess woes; 
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Wliilst with their God the righteous mount on high^ 
In glorious triumph passing thro’ the sky, 

To joys immense, and everlasting ecsta^. 


^)IES NOVISSIMA: 

OR, ^ 

THE LAST EPIPH^ilry. 

On Chritt'a second appearance to judge the world, 
L 

Adieu, ye toyish reeds ! that once could please 
My softer lips, and lull my cares to ease : 

Be gone ; I’ll waste no mure vain hours with you I 
And smiling Sylvia too, adieu ; 

A brighter Pow’r invokes my Muse, 

And loftier thoughts and n 4 >turcs does infuse* 
See ! beck’ning from yon’ cloud, he stands, 

And promises assistance witli his hands. 

I feel the heavy loUing God, 

Incumbent, revel in his frail abode. 

How my breast heaves and pulses beat ! 

1 sink, 1 sink, beneath the furious heat ; 

'The weighty bliss o’erwhelms ray breast. 

And overflowing joys profusely waste. 

Some nobler bard, O sacred Pow’r ! inspire, 

Or soul more large, th’ elapses to raonjf e ; 

And, brighter yet, to catch the fire^ 
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And each gay following charm from death to savej 
— In vain the suit — t^ie God inflames my breast ; 
I rave, with ecstacies opprest ; 

I rise, the mountains lessen and retire ; 

And now I mix, unsingM, with elemental fire; 
llie leading Deity 1 have in view. 

Nor mortal knows as yet what wonders will 
II. 

We passM thro’ regions of unsully’d light; 

I gaz’d and sicken’d at the blissful sight ; 

A shudd’ring paleness seiz’d my look;^ 

At last the pest flew off, and thus I spoke 

* Say, sacred Guide ! shall this bright clime 

* Survive the fatal test of time, 

* Ot perish with our mortal globe below, 

* When yon’ sun no lougei^ines ?’ 

Straight I finish’d veiling low : 

The visionary Pow*r rejoins, 

' ’Tis not for you to ask, nor mine to say, 

< The niceties of that tremendofll day. 

' Know, when o’erjaded Time his round has run, 

* And finish’d are the radiant journeys of the sun, 

< The great decisive n^orn shall rise, 

* And heav'n’sbrightJudge appear in op’ning skies; 
' Eternal grace and justice he’ll bestow 

* On all the trembling world below.’ 

m. 

He said ; I mus'd ; and thus return'd : 

* What ensigns, courteous stranger ! tell, 

* Shall the brot^ing day reveal f* 

I 
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Ife answer'd 

* Alre^Hy, stujiid with their crimes, 

* Blind mortals prostrate to their Tdols lie: 

‘ ftnch*wcrc the bodint; times, 

* Ere ruin blasted from the sluity sky; 

* Pjasolv'cl they lay in fulsome ease, 

< revellM in luxuriant peace ; 

* In Bacchanals they did their hours consume, 

* And Bacchanalsled on tlicir siyifl^dvancing doom. 

IV. 

‘ AduVrate christs already rise, 

' And dare t' assuage the angry skies; 

* Erratic thrones tlieir Saviour's blood deny, 

* And liom the cross, alas ! he does neglected ; 

* The autichristian pofifV has rais'd his hydra bead, 

* And rum, only less mtn Jesus' health, doc'** spread. 
‘ So long the gore thro* poison’d veins has flow'd, 

* That scarcely ranker is a Fury's blood ; 

* Yet specious oHiioe and fair disguise 

* The monster's shape and curs'd design belies : 

* A fiend's black ve^iom in an angel's mien 

* He qanffs, and scatters the contagious spleen ; 

^ Straight,, when he finishes his lawless reign, 

‘ Nature shall p«int the shining apene, 

* Quick as the iightoing wliich inspires the tmin. 

V. 

< Forward confusion slioU provoke tlie fniy^ 

' And Nature from her aucieiit order stray; 
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* B]»ck tempests, gatirring from the seas around, 

* Th horrid ranges shall advance ; 

‘ And as they march, in thickest sahlcs drown’d, 

* The rival thunder from the clouds shall sound. 
And lightnings join the fearful dance: 

‘ The bljtot’ring armies o’e^ skies shall spread) 
‘ And universal terror shed ; 

* Loud issuing peals and rising sheets of smoke 
' Th' encutuhrr'd region of the air shall choke ; 

' The noisy main sliall lash the sulTring shore, 

* And fraiii^tihe rocks the breaking billows roar ; 

* Black thunder bursts, bine lightning bums, 

* And melting worlds to heaps of ashes turns; 

* The forests shall beneath tlie tempest bend, 

* And rugged wings the noddhig cedars rend. 

vr. 

* Reverse all Nature's web shall run, 

^ And spotless misrule all aiound 

* Order, its flying foe, confound, [unspun, 

* Whilst backward aQ the threads sliall haste to be 

* TriumplHUit Chaos, with his obliquevvand 

* (The wand with whicli, ere time begun, 

* His wand'ring slaves be did tovnAMid, [run) 
‘ Apd made *emiK*amper right, and in mderanget 

* The hostile hannoBy shldl chase, 

* And as the iiytifph resignfs her place, 

‘ And, panting, to the neighboring refuge flies, 

* The formless ruffian slaughters with his eyes# 

*■ AndfoHcnying,BtOrini^pereAnngdaliie'siuliih»^ 
Addiflg the terror of Iris liireac; 

1 % 
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* The globe shall faintly tremble round, 

* And backward jolt, distorted with the wound. 


VII. 


‘ Swath'd in substantial shrowds of night, 

‘ The sickening sun shall from the world ret)r%* 

^ Str4>p*d of his dazzling robes of fire, 

* Which, dangling, once shed round alaviflPbod of 

* No frail eclipse, but all essential single, 

* Not yielding to primeval gloon^^ 

‘ Whilst day was yet an emkfryo m the womb; 

* N or glimmering in its Mnurce with silifeir streamers 

* A jetty mixture of tUldarkness spread [play'd, 
^ O'er murmVing Egypt's head ; 

* And that which angels drew 

‘ O’er Nature’s face when Jesus dy’d, 

* Which sleeping ghosts for this mistook, 

‘ And rising, off their hanging fun’rals shook, 

' And fleeting paBs’d,oxpos’d their bloodless breasts 
to view, 

‘ Yet find it not so dark, .and to their dormitories 


* Now bolder fires appear, 

* And o’er the palpable obscurement sport, 

* Glaring and gay as falling Lucifer, [court, 

* Yet mark’d with fate, as when be fled th' ethereal 

* And plung’d into the op’ning gulf of night: : 

‘ A sabre of immortal flame 1 bore, 

f And with this aim his flourishing plume Itore, 

* And straight the fiend retreated from the fight. 
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IX. 

< ]^fean-talne the lambent prodigies on high « 
‘ Take gamesome measures in the sky ; 

* Joy’d with his future feast the thunder roars 

* In chorus to th* enormous harmony, [Stores, 

* And halloos to his ofi&pring from sulphureous 

* Appliauding how they tilt and how they fly, 

* And their each nimble turn and radiant embassy^ 

X. 

‘ The moon tur^s paler at the sight, 

* And all the blazing orbs deny their light ; 

* The lightning with its livid tail, 

* A train of glitt’ring terrors draws behind, 

* Which o’er the trembling world prevail ; 

* Wing’d and blown on bjirsturms of wind, 

* They show the hideous leaps on either hand 

* Ol^ Night, that spreads her ebon curtains round, 
t And there erects her royal stand, [bound. 

* hi 8ev*a-fold winding jet her conscious temples 

XI. 

* The stars next, starting from tlicif spheres, 

* In giddy revolutions leap and bound ; 

* Whilst this with double fury glares, 

< Jpid meditates new wars, 

* And wheels in sportive gyres around, 

^ Its neighbour shall advance to sight, 

* And while each o^ers to enlarge his right,, 

^ The gen’ral ruin shall increase, 

< And banish all the votaries of peace, 

13 
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* No more the stars, with paler beams, 

Shall tremble o’er the midnight streams, 

* But travel downward tp behold ^ 

* What mimics 'em so tdri ogling there, 

* An#, like Narcissus, as #iey gain more near, 

‘ For the lov’d image straighjt expire, 

‘ And agonize in warm desire, . 

* Or slake their lust as in tlie stream they rolT 

XII. 

* Whilst the world bums, and all the orbs below 

* In their viperous ruins glow, 

' They sink, and, unsupported,leave the skies, [noise; 
' Which fall abrupt, and tell their torment in the 

* Then see th’ almighty Judge, sedate and bright* 
' Clothed in imperial rojbes of light ! 

< His wings the wind, rough storms the chariot bear, 

* And nimbler harbingers before him Ay, 

^ And witli officious rudeness brush the air ; 

< Halt as he halts, tlien doubling in their flight, 

< In horrid sport with one anotlier vie, 

* And leave behind quick-winding tracks of light ; 

* Tlien urging, to their ranks they close, [compose* 

* And sluv’ring, lest they start, a sailing caravan 

xin. 

* The mighty Judge rk|e» in tempestuous 8tat% 

‘ Whilst mighty guards his orders wait : 

^ His waving vestments shine 
‘ Brightas the sun, which lately did itsbeams resign, 

* And burnish’d wreaths of light shall make his 

form divine. 
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* f^trong beams ofmajesty around his temples play, 

‘ And the transcendent ^iety of his face allay: 

* His Father’s revVend characters he’ll wear, 

‘ And both o’erwbelm with light and overawe with 
‘ Myriads of angels shall be there, [fear- 

‘ And I, perhaps, close the tremendous rear : 

* Angels, the first and fairest sons of day, 

‘Clad with eternal youth,and as their iV'estmenlllllSf • 

XIV. 

‘ Nor for magnificence alone, 

' To brighten and enlai^e the pageant scene, 

‘ Shall we encircle his more dazzling throne, 

‘ And swell the lustre of his pompous train : 

‘ The nimble ministers of bliss or woe 
‘ We shall attend, and save or deal the blo\v, 

‘ As he admits to joy, or bids to pain. 

XV. 

* The welcome news diffuse. 

' Thro’ ev’ry angel’s breast fresh raptures shall 
‘ The day is come [doom : 

' Wlien ^taii, with bis pow’rs, shall sink to endless 
‘ No more shall we his hostile troops pursue 

‘ From cloud to cloud, nor the long fight renew. 
XVJ. 

*Tlien Raphael, big with life, the trump shall 
sound; 

‘From falling spheres the joyful music shall 
rebound, 

* And seas and shores shali catch and propagate 

round: 
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* Louder he’ll Ww, and it shall speaH more shl^H^ 
^Tlian when, from Sinai’s hill, 

* In thimder, tliro’ tlie horrid redd’uiag smoke, 

* The Almightj spoke. 

^ WeUl shout around with martial joy, 

* And thrice the vaulted skies shall reind, and thi'ict 

our shouts reply. 

first tff Archangel's voice aloud 

cheerfully salute the duy aiid^irOng, 

* And Hallelujahs fill the crowd, ^ 

* And 1, perhaps, shall close the song. 

XVII. 

‘ From its long sleep all human race shall rise, 

* And see the morn and Judge advancing lu the 

skies ; 

* To their old tenements the souls return, 

* Whilst down the steep of heuv’ii as sw ift the 

^udge descends- 

* Thes^ look illustrious bright, no more to mourn , 

* Whilst, sec ! distracted looks yon’ stalking shadog 

attend. * 

* The saints ho more shall conflict on the deeip, 

‘ Nor rugi(ed waves insidt the lab’ring sh^, 

* Out from the wreck in triumph tlicy arise, 

* And, borne to bliss, sb^tt tread empyrali skifiii* 
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*£lf Irtv 

?0> igavav netl •j/ttiw i^ax^kv, flOPEOC* 


1. UNITY. ETERNITY. 

HENCE Sprung this glorious frame ? or wheii 
Tljings to exist? they could not always be : [began 
To wlmt stupendous energy 
Shall w e ascribe the origin of man ? 

That Cause from whence all beings else arose 
Must self-existent be, alone ; 

Entirely perfect, and but one ; 
lio% equal nor superior knows; 

Two Firsts, in reason, we can ne’er suppose i 
If tliat, in false opinion, we allow 
That once there absolut^y nothing was, 

Then nothing could be now ; 

]|or by what instrument, or how, 

Shall non-cxistence to existence pass ? 

Thus, something must from everlasting be ; 

Or matter, or a Deity. 

If matter only uncreate we grant, 

We shall volition, wit, and reason, want,^ 

An agent indnite, and' action ftee. 
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JCHience does volition, ^ 

How came we to reflecljlHIIIb, and^ow ^ 

This from ft nobler nu^re springs, 

Distinct in' essence from tnaterwl 

For thoughtless matter cannot thought bestow: 

But if we own a God supreme, 

all perfection’s possible in him, 
jiklitm does boundless excellence lesid^ 

Pow’r to create, and pro vid e n ce to gui^; 
Unmade himself, could no beginning haim. 

But to all substance prime extstoUce gave; 

Can what he will destroy, and what he plsaiet 
save. 

XI. POWBA. 

The undesigning hand of giddy Ct^nes 
CouU never fill with ^bes of ImI^ 

So beautiful and so amaeiiig biip^ 

The lo% Ifpacaye of the vast espaate : ^ 
These could proceed ftem no leas poeff 
mfinite* 

There's not one atom of this wondrous fnm||^ 

N or essence intpliectaaV ^ htok ^ 
Existence whet| the geeat CcakllbAr spoke, ' 

And from the won^ of emp^ fmclu||| 

came. 

* Let substance be,* he ovyM, and straight arose 
Angelic and corporeal too; 

All that material nature shows, 

And whit does thiogs jnvisible oomposa^ 

At thp same iustanf sprung,' and into being 
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Mount to the convex of tlie'highcst sphere^ 

W hich draws a mightj circle round 

iiifiliior orbs, a^ l^ir capacious bound, 
'rhtre odllions of new miracles appeal- ; 

There 4well tli« dMest sons of Puvv’r immenic, 
first were to pcrfec^oil wrought, 

Tirst to complete existence brought. 

To whom their Maker did dis^i^e 
The latest portions #f created emicllcnce : 
Etqnjwnow, not of necessity, 

As if the^ oould not cease to be. 

Of wei^e from^^ssible destruction free, 

But on the will ofOodNepend; 

For tliat wMch couM begin can end : 

Who when tim ldl(^er worlds were made, 

IVithout the feast miscarriage or defect^ 

% tlm almighty Architect, 

Umted adoration paid, 

At^ with ec^tic gratitude his laws obey’d. 

m. 

PhHosoplw of old in vai#e88ay*d 
Te mil Its MNr Uii mii^y frame 
In^ such Immueeuii older Aptfagy 
Bat bydhlse re|p*iii|gs false fouiAtioni laid : 
She labour’d haid, but atiU the more she wrought, 
Thfd^e was wilder’dJbtlm maie of thought. 
SodU^es she ibaoied things toTie 
Coevid with the Bhity, 

Ami in thedttm which now th.y«. 

Fm iWS > « li q (.gCT»eie. 
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ijdiiies the casual event 
ns floating in the space immense^ 

Void of all wisdom, rule, and sense, 

But by a lucky accident 

Jumbled into this jscheme of wondrous eicel- 
lence. ^ 

'Twas an establish’d article of. old, 

Chief of the ^hijpsophic creed, 

And does in natural productions hold,itb 
That from mere nothing, nothing codll pro- 
ceed. 

Material substance never could have rose, 

If some existence had notdieeii before. 

In wisdom infinite, immense in powV. 

WhateVr is made a Maker mult suppose, 

As an effect a cause that couM produce it 
shows. « 

Nature and art, indeed, have bounds assign’d. 
And only forms to things, not'beiq^, give; ^ ' 
That from Omnipotence they must receive : 

But the eternal self-esjfltent Mind 
Con, with a single Jiat, e|iiiie ta» be 
All that the wondrogp eye eutveys^ * 

And all it caifliot see. 

Nature may shape a beauteous tree, 

And art a noble palacesl^ise, 

But must not to creative pow’r aspire; 
i%tt their God alone can claiii, r 
As pre-existing substance doth reqaire; 

SOi where they nothing find, can nothing fmine. 
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IV. WISDOM. 

Matter^ produced, had still a chaos been ; 

For jarring elements, engag'd, 

Eternal battles would have wag’d, 

And hird with endless horror the tumultuous 
scene, ~ 

If Wisdom infinite, for less 

Could not the vast prodigious embryo wield. 

Or strength complete to laboring Nature yield, 
Had not, with actual address, 

Compos’d the bellowing hurry, and establish’d 
peace. 

Whate’er this visible creation shows 
That’s lovely, uniform, and bright, 
lliat gilds the morning or adorns the night, 

To her its eminence and beauty owes. 

By her all creatures liave their ends assign’d^^ 
Proportion’d tn the* nature and their kind^ 

To which they steadily advance, 

Mov’d by right Reason’s high command, 

Or guided by the secret hand 
Of real instinct or imaginary chance. 

Nothing but men reject her sacred rules. 

Who from the end of their creation fly, , 

And deviate into misery; 

At if tbe liberty to act like fools 
Were the chief cause thkt Heav’n made thin 
free* 

c 
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V. PBOVIDENCE. 

Bold is the wretch, and blasphemous tlie man, 

AVIio, Aite, will attempt to scan 

Tiie woritfiofliim that^ infinitely wise, 

And those he cannot comprehend denies; 

Aa if a space immense were measurable by a span, 
nils the proud sceptic will not own 
That Providence the world directs, 

Or its affairs inspects. 

But leaves it to itself alone. 

How docs it with almighty grandeur suit, 

To be concern'd with our impertinence, 

Or interpose his pow'r for the defence 
Of a poor mortal or a senseless brute ? 

Villains could never so successful prove, 

And unmolested in their pleasures live, 

Wi^ honour, ease, and aj634|nce,give, 

WhJfe such as Heav^i adore, and virtue love, 

And most tlie care of Providence deserve, 
Oppress’d with pain ahd ignominy starve. 

It^at reason can the wisest show 
^hy murder does unpunish’d go, 

If the Most High, that’s just and good, 

Intends and governs all below, [blood ? 

And yet regards not the loud cries of guiltless 
But shall we things uusearchable deny, 

Because our reason cannot tell us why 
They are allowed or acted by the Deity f 
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’Tis equally above tho reach of thought * 

1 0 compiibciid how matter should be brought 
From nothing, as existent be 
From all eternity ; 

And yet that matter is, we feel and see ; 

Nor is it easier to define 

What ligatures the soul and body join, 

Or how the mem’ry does th’ impression take 
Of things, and to the mind restores ’em back. 

VI. 

Did not th* Almighty, vl&th immediate care. 
Direct and govern this oipacious ball, 

How so4te Would things into confusion fall ! 
Earthquakes the trembling ground would tear| 
And blazing comets rule the troubled air; 

Wide inundations, with resistless force. 

The lower provinces o'erfiow, 

In spite of all that human strength could do, 

To stop the raging sea’s impetuous course : 
Murder and rapine ev’ry place would fill. 

And sinking Virtue stoop to prosp’rous ill ; 
Devouring pestilence rave, 

And all that part of nature which has breath 
Deliver to the tyranny of death, 

And hurry to the dungeons ^f the grave, 

I C watchfulProvidence were not concern’d to save, 
Let the brave ^l<iter speak, whoofl’ has been ^ 
In dreadful sSlpB^ and fierce battles seen, ^ 

How he’s present, when hombs aqd,4ill41ett iljpo 
a2 



*f% * niTDAftXO ASSAYS. 

^ thick, that scarce one inch of air is free: 

tho* ha does ten thousand see 
Fall at his feet; and in a moment die, * 

Unhurt retreats, or gains unhurt the victory. 

Let the poor shipwreck'd sailor show 

To what invisible protecting Pow'r 

He did his life and safety owe 

When the loud storm his well-built vessel tore, 

And half a shatter'd plank convey'd him mthe shore* 

Nay, let th' ungrateful sceptic tell us how 

His tender infancy protection found, 

And helpless childhood was with safety crowo'd| 
If he’ll no Providence allow; 

Whcu he had nothing but his nurse's arnf 
To guard him from innumerable fatal harms; 
From childhood how to youth he ran 
Securely, and from thence to man; 

How, in the strength and vigour of his years. 

The feeble bark of life he saves. 

Amidst the fury of tempestuous waves. 

From all tlie dangers lie foresees or fears. 

Yet ev’ry hour 'twixt Scylla and Charybdis steers» 
If Providence, which can die seas command, 
Held not the rudder with a steady hand f 

VII. OMNIPRESENCE. 

Tis happy for the sons of men that He 
Who all existence out of nothing made 
Supports his creatures by immediate aid; 

But then this aH-intendiQg Deity ^ 

Hust omnipresent be i 
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For how shall we, by demonstration, show 
'riic Godhead is this moioent lierc. 

If he’s not present every where, 

Aid always so ? 

What’s not perceptible by sense may be 
Ten thousand miles remote from me, 

Unless liis nature is from limitation free. 

In vain we for protection pray, 

For benefits receiv’d high altars raise, 

And offer up our hymns and pmisc, 

Id vain his anger, dread, or laws obey ; 

An absent God from ruin can defend 
No more than can an absent fnend ; 

No more is capable to know 
How gratefully we make returns. 

When the loud music sounds or victim burns, 
Than a poor Indian slave of Mexico. 

If so, ’tis equally in vain 

The prosp’rous Jiings and wretched mourns; 

He cannot hear die praise or mitigate the paiq, 

But by what being is confin’d 

The Godhead we adored 

He must have equal or superior pow’r: 

If equal only, they each other bind ; 

So neither’s God, if we define him right, 

For neither’s infinite: 

But if the other have superior might, 

Tlien he we worship can't pretend to be 

Omnipotent, and free 

From all reetraint, and bo no deity. 

K 3 
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too 

If God is limited in space, his view. 

His knowledge, pow’r, and wisdom, is sp too; 
Unless we’ll own that these perfections are 
At all times present ev'ry where, 

Yet he himself not actually there; 

Which to suppose that strange conclusion brings. 
His essence and his attributes are difiPrent things. 

VIII. IMMUTABILITY, 

As the supreme omniscient Mind 
Is by no boundaries coniin’d. 

So reason must acknowledge him to be 
From possible mutatiqp free; 

For what he is he was from all eternity. 

Change, whether the effect of force or will, 

Must argue imperfection still ; 

But imperfection in a deity. 

That’s absolutely perfect, cannot i|j^. 

Who can compel, without his own bonsent, 

A God to change, that is omnipotent ? 

And every alteration, without force, 

Is for the better or die worse. 

He that is infinitely wise 

To alter for the worse will never choose ; 

That a depravity of nature sliews: 

And he, in whom all true perfection lies. 

Cannot, by change, to greater eKoelleiicies rise. 
If God be mutable, which way, or how^ 

BbnU we demonfcrate thet wUl please him now. 
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Which did a thousi^nd yean ago? 

And ’tis impossible to know 

What he forbids, or what he will allow. 

Murder, enchantment, lust, and perjury. 

Did in the foremost rank of viCes stand, 
prohibited by an express command; 

But whether such they still remain to be 
No argument will positively prove. 

Without immediate notice from above, 

If the almighty Legislator can 
Be chang’d, like his inconstant subject man. 
Uncertain thus what to perform or slii^u. 

We ail intolerable hazards run. 

When an eternal stake is to be lost or won. 

IX. JUSTICE. 

Rejoice, ye sons of Piety ! and sing 
Loud hallelujahs to his glorious name, 

Who was, and will for ever be, the same: 

Your grateful incense to his temples bring, 

That from the smoking altars may arise 
Clouds of perfumes to the imperial skies. 

Ills promises stand firm to you, 

And endless joy will be bestowM, 

As sure as that there is a God, 

On all wlio virtue clioose, and righteous 
pursue. 

Nor should we more his menaces distrust, 

For while he is a Deity he mutt 
(As infiuitely good) be iafioitely just. 
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But does it with a fiacioas Godhead suit, 

Whose mercy is his dating attribute^ ' 

To punish crimes that temporary be^ 

'And those but trivial offences too, 

Mere slips of human nature, small and few. 

With cverlastinp misery ? 

This shocks the mind, with deep reflections fraught, 
And reason bends beneath the ponderous thought. 
Crimes take their estimate from emit, miid grow 
More heinous still, the more they do incense 
That God to whom all creatures owe 
PrOfoundast reverence; 

Tho*,as to Hmt degree they raise 
The anger of the merciful Most High, 

We have no standard to discern it by 
But the infliction he on the offender lays; 

So that, if endless punishment on all 
Ourunrepented sins must fall, 

^one, not the least, can be accounted small. 

^at Ood is in perfection just, must be 
Allow’d by all that own a Deity : 

If so, from equity he cannot swerve, 

Nor punish sinners more rhan they deserve. 

His will reveal’d is both express and clear ; 

* Ye cursed of my Father ! go 
everlasting woe.’ 

If everlasting means eternal here, 
Baratioil,^d»olutely without end, 

Ag^ost ^ch sense some zeaiously contend, 

' Tl^t, when appi/d to pains, it only means 
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They shall ten thousand ages last, ^ 

Ten tliousand more perhaps, when they are past, 
But'nut eternal, in a literal sense : 

Yet own the pleasures of the just remain 
So long as there's a God exists to reign: 

Tho' none can give a solid reason why 
The word eternity, 

To heav’ii and hell indliltrently join’d. 

Should carry sense of a diifereiit kind ; 

And ’tib a sad experiment to try. 

X. GOODNESS. 

But if there be one attribute divine 
With greater lustre than the rapt can shine, 

*'ri8 goodness, which weev’ry moment see 
The Godhead exercise with such delight, 

It seems, it only seems, to be 

The bcst-belov’d perfection of the Deity, 

And more thui iiihuite: 

Without that he could never prove 
The proper object of our praise or love. 

Were he not good, he’d be no more conceni’d 
To hear the wretched in affliction cry, 

Or see the guiltless for the guilty dm, 

Than Nero, when the flaming city bum’d. 

And weeping If^mans o’er its ruins mourn’d. 
Etemai justice then would be 
But everlasting cruelty ; 

Pow’r unrestrain’d, almighty violence ; 

And wisdom unconfm'd, but craft immenw?. 
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’flii goodness constitutes Ifim that he is, 

And those 

Who will deny him this 
A God without a Deity suppose. 

When the lewd Atheist bla^bemoualy swears, 

By his tremendous namct 
There is no God, but all’s a sHam, 

Insipid tattle, praise and p||l\rSf 
Virtue, pretence ; and all tin sacred rul#* 
Beligion teaches, tricks to cully fools; 

Justice would strike th’ audaciou>3 villain dead. 
But mercy boundless saves his guilty head; 

Gives him protectidn, and allow^ him bread. 

Does not the sinner, whom no danger awes. 
Without Tcstraintjlh infamy pursue, 

Bejoice and glory lo it too, 

Laiuh at the Pow’r drvine, and ridicule His laws, 
lakSur in vice his rivals to eitfoel, 

That when he's dead they may bis pnqiils tell 
How wittilytlieJbolwas damn'd, how hard hefelll 
Yet this vile wretch in safety lives. 

Blessings in common wi|b best receives, 

Tho* he is proud t’ efiont tbe God those bl^ags 
gives. 

The chMrful sun his iaftnence sheds on all, 

Has no respect to good or 91; 

And fruitM show'rs without distinction fall, 
Whidi 6e]i4a with corn, with grass the pastures, €0, 
The bottii^as hand of Hetv’n bestows 
Success and iHMioiir many dmeion those 
Who laomhie fav'rices, and caress his foes. 
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XI. 

To this good God, whom my adventVous pen 
Has dared to celebrate 
In lofty Pindar’s strain, 

Tlio* with uncquall’d strength to bear the weight 
Of such apond'rous theme, so infinitely great; 

To this good God celestial spirits pay. 

With ecstacy divine, incessant praise, 

While on the glories of bis face they gaze, 

In the blight regions of eternal day : 

To him each rational existence here, 

Whose breast one spark of gratitude contains. 

In whom there are the least remains 
Of piety or fear. 

His tribute brings of joyful sacrifice. 

For pardon prays, and for protection flioi: 

Nay, the inanimate creation give. 

By prompt obedience to bis word. 

Instinctive honour to their liOrd, 

And shame the thinking world who in rebellion 
live. 

With heaven and eai ih, then, O my soul ! Unite, 
And the great God of ^th adore and bles^ 

Who gives thee competence, content, and ^leaoo^ 
Tke only fountains of uocere delight| 

That from the transitory joys below 
*11ioa, by a happy exit, may’st remove 
To those indfobie above, ^ ^ 

Which from tihe visUm of Un GecBi^iiiv, 

And neither end, decrease, nor inteiM^tioileMlOi#* 
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Cruelty and lust.* 

HERE Con tfae wretdied’st of all cr|^tiilKs fly, 
To tell the story of her misery ? 

Where, bat to faithful Celia, in whose mind 
A manly bravery’s with soft pity join’d? 

1 fear these lines will scarce be understood, 5 
BlurrM with incessant tears, and writ in blood : 
But if you can the mournful pages read, 

^he sad relation shows you such a deed 
J^sall the annals of th’ infernal reign 
Shall striVe to equal or exceed in vain. 10 

Neronior’s fame, no doubt, has reach’d your ears. 
Whose cruelty has caus’d a sea of tears, 

Fill’d each lamenting town with fun’ral sighs, 
Depiormg widows’ shrieks and orphans’ cries. 

At ev’iy healtli the horrid monster quaff’d 15 
T«a wretches dyd, and as they dy’d, he laugh’d, 
Till ril'd with acting devil, he was led, 

Btnnik with excess of blobd hnd wine, to bed. 

Oh 1 cursed place 1 — can no more command 
My pen; riuune and confusion shake my hand: 90 
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But I must on, and let Celia know 

How liarb'rous arc my wrotigs, how vast my woe ! 

Ainongskfthe crowd of Western youths, wlio ran 
To meet the brave betray'd unhappy man*, 

My husband, fatally unitius;, went, 25 

Uiius’d to arms, and thoughtless of th’ event: 

But w hen ihe battle was by treach’ry won, 

The chief and all but his false friend undone, 
Thu’ in the tumult of that desp’rate nigf>t 
He ’scap’d the dreadful slaughter of the fight, SO 
Yet the siigncious blood-hounds, skill'd too well 
In all the murd’ring qualities of hell. 

Each secret place so regularly beat, 

They soon discox er’d his unsafe reli'eat. 

As hungry wolves triumphing o’er thqj^prey, 

To sure destruction hurry them away; 

So the purveyors of fierce Moloc’s son 
With Cliarioii to the commois bntch’ry run, 
Wliere proud ISIeronior by his gibbet stood, ' 

To glut himself with fresh supplies of blood. 40 
Our fi lends, hy pow’rfiil interdfiteion, gain’d ' 

A short reprieve, but for three days obtained. 

To try all ways might to compassion mov6 
The savage gen’ral; but in vain they strove. 

Wlicn I perceiv’d that all addresses fail'd, 45 
Anti nothing o'dftiis stubborn soul prevail'd, ' 
distracted almost, to lucent I fleW, 

'to make thd^laat effort ^at tear* could do> 

« The Me of Bladnmih. . 
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Low on my knees 1 fcll> then thus began : 

‘ Great genius of success! thou more than man ’50 

* Whose arms to evVy cliinc have terj^ hurl’d, 

* And catry’d conquest round the trembling 

world ; 

< Still may the brightest glories Fame can lend, 

* Your sword, your conduct, nndyour cause nttend. 

* Here now the arbiter of Fate you sit, 55 

‘ While suppliant slaves their rebel heaftr submit. 

‘ Oh ! pity the unfortunate, and gi\ e 

‘ But tliis one thing ; oh ! let but Charion live I 

* And take the Little all that we possess ; 

* 111 bear the meagre anguish of distress ; CO 

* Content, nay, pleas'd, to beg or earn my bread, 

* Let Charion live, no mutter how I'm led : 

* Tkle fallofsuchayouthnolustre brings [things 's 

* To him whose sword performs such wond'rous > 

^ As saving kingdopi^ and supporting kings. 05 J 

* That triumph only witli true grandeur shines 

* Where godlike courage godlike pity joins. 

* Ciesar, the elde^l^vtMU'ite of war, 

* Took not more pleasure m subdue than spare ; 

* Aud since id battle you can greater be, 70 

* Thatover, beu’e less merciful than he. 

* i^ipipble spirits by revmge are known, 

* And cmpl actions spoil the cOn^'ror’s crown^ 

* In future histories iill each mournful pi|ge 

* With tales of j40i>d aud^onuments^f rage; 75*^ 

* And while his Jgmalsare with horror read, 

* Men curse bimlivlBb and detest him dead. 
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* Oh ! do not sully, with asangume dye, 

‘ ('J'he foulest stain), so fair a memory^ 

* llien, as you live the glory of our isle, 80 

‘ And Fatfer on all your expcditioi.s smile; 

* So, when a noble course you've bravely ran, 

* I)ie the best soldier and the happiest man. 

* None can the tuns of Providence foresee^ 

*^Or what their ovm catastrophe may be ; 85 

‘ Therefore, to persons lab’nng under woe, 

‘ That mercy they may want should always show: 

* For in the chance of war the slightest thing 

* May lose the battle or the vict'ry bring : 

* And how would you that geu'ral’s honour prize, 

* Should in cool blood his captive sacrificed 81 

* He tluit with rebel armito fight is led, 

* To justice forfeits his opprobrious head. 

* But ’ti« unhappy Charion’s first offence, .» 

* Seduc'd by some too plausible pretence, 9^, 
‘ To tale ih’ iiij'ring side by er/br brought; " 

* He had no malice, tho' he has tlie fault. 

* Let the old tempters find a shameful<grav^ 

* But the balf-inndient, tlie tempted, save. 

* Vengeance divine, tlio^ for the greatest crime, 100 

* But rarely strikes the first or second time; 

10 And he best follows the Almighty's will 

* Who spares the guilty be has pow'r to kill. 

* When proud rebellions would unhinge a state, 

wild disorders in a land creNiejf^ 105 

^^is requisitj^ the first promoters ihOttld 

* Put out the flamee they kindled with their blood; 

l2 
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* But sure'tis a degree of murder all 

' That draw thetrsworde^ould undititingiiish'd fall; 

* And since a mercy must to some be shown, 110 

* Let Charion 'mongst the happy few be one ; 

‘ I'or as none guilty has less guilt tlian he, 

* So none for pardon has a fairer plea. 

* When David's general hod w(^p the field, 

* And Absolom, the lov'd ungrttefuh kiirdi 115 
‘ The trumpets sou uding made all slaug^ri;ea8e> 
i And misled Isr’elites return'd in peace. 

* The action past, where so mucli blood was spilt* 

* We hear of none arraign'd for that day's guilt, 

* But all concludes with the desir’d event, 120 
*,The monarch pardons, and the Jews repent 

* As great example 5 ipur high courage warms, 

* And to illustrious deeds excites your arms, 

* So when you instances of mercy view, 

* They should inspire you wkh compassion too ; 125 

* For he that ^^uly brave • 

* Would always co^gitf, and should always save.' 

Here, iot^rrupitiiig, stern Nerouior cry'd, 
(Swcll’d with success, unthblubhllr’dupwjth pride,) 

* Idadam, his life depends upon my will|, 150 
^ For ev'ry rebel 1 cau spare or kill. 

* 1*11 think of whnt you’ve said : this night return | 

* At ten; perhaps you'll lutve no cause to moum« 

* see your husband; bid him not despair ; 

* Uia crime is||ffi»t ; hoc joaore wond’rousfair/ M 

aoxMbttiisericS the soul amaze, 

And dire confusion in the sfuriu raise^ 
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l^pon the least appearance of refief 
Our hopes revive, and mitigate our grief ; 
Impatience makes our wishes earnest grow, 140 
Which thro' false optics our deliverance show; 

Tor while we fancy danger does appear 
Most at a distance, it is oft too near; 

And many times, secure from obvious foes. 

We fall ioUtnn ambuscade of woes. 145 

' Pleas'd with the false Neronior's dark reply, 

I thought the end of all my sorrows nigh, 

- And to the main-guard hasten'd, where the prey 
Of this blood-thirsty fiend in durance lay. 

When ( liarion saw me, from his turfy l^d 150 
Will) eagerness he rais’d his drooping head : 

* Oh! fly, my Dear! this guilty place,’ he cry'd, 

^ And in some distant clime thy virtue hide; 

* Here nothing but the foulest demons dwell, 

* Tlie refuse of the damn’d, and mob of heU : iSS 

* The air they breatiie i^hh^ery atom curst: 

* There’s no degree of ills, fbr all are worst : 

* In rapes and murders they alone delight, 

* And vilianies of less importance slight; 

* Act 'em indeed, but scorn they should be nam’d^ 

* For all tlieir glory's to be more than damn’d. 101 
< Neronior’s chief of this infernal crew, 

* And seems to merit that liigh stafion too; 

* Nothing but rage and lust inspire hisbreas^ ^ 

* By Asmodai and Moloc both posseit 169 

* When told you weot to intercede former 

* It threw my soul into an agony: 

1.3 
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‘ Not that I wp^l4 not for lay freedom give 

* \yhat's re^uUite, or do not wibh to live; 

* But for lojf eafety I can ne'er be base. ' 17Q 

,boy a ihw fiho^t years witli long disgrace; 
for would I have your yet unspotted faiuc 
me |||ip^*d to ail eternal (diamc. 

^ith igOomny to preserve mylorcatli 
f U worse, by infinite de^eeSy thau de^fj^ ^7^ 

* Butiif 1 can't my life with hdnour save, ^ * 

* With honour 1*11 descend into tlie grave: 

* For tho' llevetige and Matyce both combine, 

* (As both to fix my ruin seem to join,) 

* Yet, mau^e all their violence and skill, 180 

* I can die just, and I’mimsulv'd I will. 

* Butwhatiede^th we so -unwisely fcar^ 

* An end of all our busy.tumiiiti> here; 

* The equal lot of P^i^ei^y and St^e, 

* Which all partake by a ccrtuiri fate. 185 

* >Vhoc*er the prosped^ q§fiankind surveys 

* At divdrs^ ages, ami by diverse ways, 

^ Will find them from this noisy scene retire; 

* Some tbe first miiidlle that they breathe expire ; 

* Others, perhaps, survive to talk and go^ 190 
< ^t die before they goud or evil know. 

* Here one to puberty arrives^ and then 

* Eetums lamented(to tiie dust again ; 

* Aaaodver there maintains a longer strife 

* ^jth all tlie pow’rful enemies uf life, 19,5 

* Till; with vexation tir'd, and threescore yypr^ 

* He drops into the dark and disappears. 
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' I'm yoQDgi indeed, and wight eipect to see 

* limes future Ion", and late posterity; 

^ Tis what with reason 1 eoidd wish tudo, dOO 

* If to be old were to be happy too : 

‘ But since subsenutiai grief so soon destroys 
‘ Tin gust of all imaginary joys, 

* Who would be too importunate to live, 

^ Or more for life than it can merit givs|ih 205 
* Beyond the grave stupendous regions lie, 

' The ^)undlebs realms of vast eternity 1 

* Where minds, remov’d from cadlily bodies, dwell* 

* But w ho their government or laws can tell^ 

* Wbar’s their employment till the final doom, 210 

* -And tiincS eternal period shall come? 

* Thus much the sarrtd ()ra<:les declare, 

* That all are blcss'd or miserable there; 

* Tho’ if there’s su( h variety of fate, 

* None good expire too soon, nor bad too late. 915 

* For my own part, with resignation still 

* 1 call submit to my Greatoi*^ will ; 

* Let him recall tho breath from liim I drew 

* When he thinks fit, and when he pleases too. 

* Thelivay of dying is my least conoem; 220 

* Tliat will give no disturbance to my ura. 

* If to the seats of happiness 1 go, 

* There end all possible returns of woe ; 

* And vyhen to those bless’d twnwiotu I arnvoii 

' With pity I'll behold those that survive. * 225 

* Once more, I beg yoa*cl from these tents Mtrcati 
‘t And leave ipe to ^y imkocence and fate.* 
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th' «h|if important uigh^ ^ 
^Some strapige pmapimniy soul fort'bode 230 

* The worst of mis-ries or the greatest good. 

* Few hours will show the utmost of my doom, 

* A joyful safety, or a peaceful tomb. 

‘ If you miscarry I'm resolv’d to try 

* If graciohs Heav'a will suffer me to die; ^5 
‘ For when you are to ebdless raptures gon^ * 

‘ If I survive ’tis but to be undone.^ 

* Who will suppolt an injur’d widow’s right, 

‘ From sly iiijustioe or oppressive might ? 

* Protect her person, or her cause defend? 240 

* She rarely wants a foe or finds a friend. 

* I’ve no distrust ofiProvidence ; but still 
^ ’fis best to go beyond tlie reach of ill ; 

* And "can have no reason to repent, 

* Wlio, ehh* idipy die betimes, die innocent. 245 

* But to a ^^)pild of everlasting bliss 

‘ Why would you go and leave me here in this? 

* Tis a dark pauage; hut our foes shall view 
‘ ril die as calm, tin/ not so brave, as you, 

^ That my beliaviour to the last may prove % 2SO 

* Yav couri^ is no greater than my love.* 
Thinour approached: at to Nerooior's tent, 

Witli trerabUng but impatient steps I went, 

A cluMitaod horrora throng’d into my breas^ 

By sad ideas and strong fears possest: 255 

Whete'dr I.pass*d the glaring lights would show 
Frpih objects of deapulr, and sopnes of woe. 
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Here, in r crowd of dfonken soldien, Rtood 
A wretched, poor, old man, bestnear^d witli blood, 
And nt his fbet,,|ust thro* die body run, SflO 
Struggling for life, was laid his only sop, 

By whose hard labour he was daily fed, 

Dividing still, with pious care, his bread ; 

And while he niournM, with flufids of aged tears, 
The sole support of his decrepit years, 265 
The barb’rous mob, wliose rage no limit knows, 
With blasplietnous derision mock’d his woes. 

There, under a wide oak, disconsolate. 

And di'own'd in tears, a mournful widow sate ; 
High in the boughs the murder’d fatlier hung; 2T0 
Beneath, the children round th^ mother clung; 
They cry'd for food, but ’twus without reliel^ " 

For all they had to live upon was grief. 

A sorrow so intense, such dpep despair, 

N( creature merely human long could bear. 275 
First in her arms her weeping babes #be took, 
And with a groan did to her husband look. 

Then lean’d her head on theirs^ and, sighing, ciy*4, 
* Pitygpie, Saviour of the world !* and dy’d. i 

Frt^ this sad spectacle my eyes FUiro’d, 280 
Where sops theirfiUhera,Biaidstheiclovers,moun^ 
Friends for their frmwlt, sifters for brothers, wepf ; 
Pris’ners of war iu chains for sUuighter kept t 
Each ov'ry hour did tlie black message dro<4 
Which should declare the person lov’d waf^lead. 
llien 1 beheU, with favatal shouts of mirth, ' 4NI 
A comely youth, aod of no cobbkmi hiith,^ 
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To executioiiled» who Kardiy bore 

The wounds in batde he receiv'd before j 

And as he {Mss'd, I heard him bravely cry, 390 

* I neither wish to live, nor fear to die.' 

At the curs’d tent arriv’d, without delay 
They did me to the Oeneral convey. 

Who thus began - — - ■ — 

^ Madam, by fre^ intelligence'! find 295 

* That Charion's tieason s of the blacke^ltind, 

* And my commission is express, to spare 
‘ None that so deeply in rebellion are. 

* New measures therefore 'tis in vain to try; 

^'No pardon can be granted ; he must die : 300 

* Must, or I hazard all ; which yet I’d do 

* To be oblig’djn one request by you; 

* 4fcd , maugre^l tlie dangers I foresee, 

* j3|[^tne Uiis night, HI set your husband free. 

* Soldiers are roughs and cannot hope success 305 

* By sup^hyilatc'ry and by soft address : 

' The peltry cacooich by these little arts 
^ dahis an asdendani o’er the ladies’ hearts; 

* But I cah no such whiningmethods use : . 

* Consent, he lives ; he dies if 3mu refuse.' 310 

j^i^az’d at this dettiand ; said 1, * The brave 

' {Tpon ignoble terms disdains to save ; 

* They let* their chives still with honour live, 

* No aaore require than afhat themselves would 

give: 

* Fdr gen’rmis victore» as they soem to do 315 
< Dishonest tlkifigi|5eon to propose *em too» 



CRUELTY AITB LUST. 


IIT 


‘ Mercy, the brightest virtue of the mind, 

< Should with no devious appetite be join'd ; 

‘ Tor if, when exercis’d, a crime it cost, 

* Th’ intrinsic lustre of t}te deed Is lost. 3S|^ 
' Great men their actions of a piece should have, * 
^ Heroic all, and each entirely* brave ! 

* From the nice rules of honour none idioald 

swerve, # 

* Done because good, without a mean reserve. 

* The crimes new cliarg'd upon th’ unhappy 
youth 

* May have revenge and malice, but no truth. dS2d 

* Suppose the accusation justly brought, 

* And clearly prov’d to the minutest tliought, 

* Tot mercies next to iuhnitc abate 

* Offences next to intinitely great ; 3S0 

* And 'li*' the glory of a noble mind 

* In full forgivcneis not to be confin’d. 

* Your prince’s frowns if you ha\c cause to fear, 

* This act will more* illustrious appear, 

* Tho’ his excuse can never be withstood, 335 

* Who disobeys but only to be good. 

‘ Perhaps the hazard's more than you express; 

* The glory would be, were the danger less : 

* For he that, to his prejudice, will do 

* A noble action and a gen'ruus too, / d4Ch 

* Deserves to wear a more resplendent crown 

* Thau he that hath a thousand battles won* 

' Do uot invert divine c m npassion so 

* As to be emtt, and no^Pljr show. 
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' Of what fenowB can such an action he, 345 

* Which saves my bu^nd*s life, but rains me f 

* Tho* if you finally resolve to stand 
*4Jpon SO vile, inglorious a demand, 

* He must submit : if *tis my fate to mourn 349 

* His death, IMl bathe with virtuous tears his um/ 

* Well, Madam,* haughtily Neronior crv'd, 

* Your coH^e and your vii tue shall h(|^t<^*d ; 

‘ But to prevent all prospect of a flight, ‘ 

* Some of my Lambs •shall be your guard to-night •• 

‘ By them, no doubt, you’ll tenderly be us’d ; 355 
‘ They seldom ask a favour that’s refus'd ; 

‘ Perhaps you’ll find them so genteelly bred, 

* They’ll leave you but few virt’ous tears to shed. 

* Surrounded with so innocent a throng, 

* The night must pass delightfully along; S60 

* And in the morning, since you will not give 

* What t require, to let your husband live, 

* You shall behold him sigh his latest breath, 

* And gently swing ihto the arms of Death. 

* His fate he merits, as to rebels due, 365 

^ And yours will be as much deserv’d by you.* 

011 1 Celia, think, so far as thought can show 
What pangs of grief, what agonies of woe, 

At this dire resolution, seiz'd ray breast, 

By all tilings sad and terrible possest 1 370 

In valu't wept, and ^as ift vain I pray'd. 

For all my pray'rs Vere to a ti^r made ; 

^^Kl rice und to I»u mldm U». 
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A ttgier! wone ; for 'tis beyoDd dispute 
No fiend's so cruel as a leaS'ning brute. 
Encompass’d thus, and liopeless of relief, * A 
With all the squadrons of despair and grielf 
Ruin— » it was not possible to shun: 

W^hat could 1 do? oh I whet would yoo liave done? 

The hourb> that pass’d till the black mom ||||un!i’d 
With tearsof blood should be for ever monrM; 380 
When, to involve me with consummate grief, 
Beyond expression, and above belief, 

‘ Madam,’ the monster cry’d, ' thal||«|||u may find 

* lean be grateful to the fair that's kiitd|^ 

* Step to the door, I’ll sliew you such n sight 385 

* Shall overwhelm your spirits with delight. 

< Docs not that wretch, who would dethrone his 

< Become the gibbet, and adorn tlie string? [king 

* You need not now nm|i|Qi’d husband dread; 

* Living he might, he’ll not upbndd you dead. 390 

* ’Twas for your sake I seiz’d upon his life ; 

< He would, perhaps, have scor’d so chaste a wife. 

* And, Madam, you'll excuse me zeal I show 

* To keep that secret none alive should know.* 

* Curs’d of all creatures ! for, compar’d with thee, 
' Tim devils,’ said I, * are dull in cruelty. 390 

* Oh ! may dial tongue eternal vipers breed, 

* And, wasteless, their eternal hunger feod; 

* In fires too hot for salamanders dwrell, 

* Tlie burning earnest nf a hotter hell ! 40()^ 

* May that vile lump of execrable lust, 

* Corrupt alive, androt into the dost ! 
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dospairuig, at the point of death, 
and hUuspbemies resign thj;breatli ; 404 
/ Ahd the worst tonneots that the damn'd should 
* In fliide own person all united bear !’ [share 
Oh ! Celia ! oh ! my friend ! what age can show 
Borrows like mine, so eiquisite a woe ? 

Indeo^t does not infinice appear, 

QefanI it can't be everlasting here ; . * 4iO 

But 'tis «o vast that it can ne'er mcreue. 

And so confirm'd it never can be less, 

STREPHON’S LOVE FOR DELIA 

JUSTIFIED. 

IN AN EPISTLE TO CELADON. 

A.LL men have follies^ blindly trace 

Thro' the dark tuimings of a dubious maze ; 

But happy those who, by a prudent care, 

Retreat by times ilr|m the fallacious snare. 

The eldest Eona (^Wisdom were not free 
From the same failure you condemn in me; 

They lov’d, and, by tliat glorious passion led, 
Foigoft what PizXo and tliemselves had said : 

Love triumph'd o'er those dull pedantic rules 
They had collected from the wrangling sohools, 
And npde ’em to bis noble sway submit, 

Isi spite of all tbeiit learning, art, and, wit; 

^Their grave starch’d morals thpn unuseful proved 
^'These dusty characters he sooa naaov’d; 
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For when his shining squadriMis came in view; 
Their boasted reason murmur'd and withdrewy 
Unable to oppose their mighty force 
With phlegmatic resolves and dry discourse. 

If, ns the wisest of tlie wise have err'd, 

1 go astray, and am condemn’d unheard, 

IVly faults you too severely reprehend, 

More like a rigid censor than a friend. 

Love is the monarch passion of the mind, 

Knovis no superior, by no laws contin’d. 

But triumphs still, impatient of control. 

O’er all the proud < ndowments of the soul. 

You own’d my Dcba, Lnend ! divinely fair. 
When in the bud tier native beauties were; 

Tour prnisc drd then her early charms confess; 
Tel you’d persuade me to adore her less. 

You but the nonage of her beauty saw. 

But might from thence sublime i^as draw. 

And what she is, by what she was, conclude, 

For now she governs those she then subdu’d. 

Her- aspect noble and mature is grown. 

And ev’ry charm in its fall vigour known ; 

There we may wnnd’ring view', distinctly writ, 
The linm of goodness aiid the marks of wit; 

Each featuie, emulous of pleasing most. 

Does justly some peculiar sweetness boast ; 

And her composure's of so fine a frame, ^ 
Pride cannot hope toig|pafd, nor Envy blame. 

When the immortal beantiea of the skies 
Contaadad aakad fordie goldeo prim, 

MS 



The4})gle had not fidl'n to Venus’ share 
^ud 1 Men Paris, and my Delia cher^ 

>In i^oin alone we all their graces find ; 

The moving gaiety of Veiuis joiu’rJ 
WitJi Juno’s aspect and Minerva's mind. 

View but those nymphs whom otlicr sw^dns 
adore, 

You'll value charming Delia still the more. 
Dorinda's mien's innjestic, but ber muiB 
Is to revenge and peevishness inclinM ; 

Myrtylla's fair, and yet Jlyrtyl la’s proud; 

Chloc has wit, but noisy, v;|in, and loud * 

Melania dotes upon the silliest things, 

And yet Melania like an angel sings: 

But in my Delia all endowments meet, 

All that IS just, agreetible, or sweet; 

All that can praise and admiitition move ; 

All that the wisest and the bravest love. 

In all discourse she’s apposite and gay, 

And ne’er wants something pertinent to say ; 

For if the subjjeGt’s of a serious kind, 

Her thoughts are manly, and her sense refin’d; 
But if d vertive, ber expressions fit. 

Good laiiL'uage join'd with inodeusiw wit; 

So cautious always, tliat she ne'er affords 
idle tlmught the charity of words. 

The vices comnioii to her sex can iiiid 
No room ev’n in the subudlisof ber mind ; 
Concluding wisely she's mi danger ssill 
' From the mere neigbb'rhood of mdottrioui ill; 
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Thertfofe, at rfistaOr^ keep the subtle foe, 

Whose near approach wouM formidable grow • 
While tiic unwary virgin is undone, 

And meets the mis'ry which she ought to shun. 

Her wit is penetrating, clear, and gay, 

But lets true judgment and right reason sway ; 
Modestly bold, and quick to apprehend, 

Pionipt in repKcs, but cautious to offend. 

Her dai ts are keen, but levell’d with such care. 
They ne'er fall short, and seldom fly too f.ir ; 

For when she rallies 'tis with so much art. 

We blusli with pleasure, and with rapture suisirt. 

O, Celadon ! you would niy flame approie, 

Did you but hear her talk, and talk of lo\e ; 

That tender passion to hertjfianry brings 
The piettiest notions and the soHest tilings, 

Which are by her so movingly exprest, * 

They fill with ecstacy niy throbbing breast ; 

’I'is then the charms of eloquence impart 
Their native glories, ui^prov’d by art : 

By what she says I measure tlmgs above, 

And guess the language of semphic love. 

To the cool bosom of a peaceful shade, 

By some wild beach or loAy ]^lar made, 

When evViiug comes, we secretly repair 
To breathe in private, mad unbend oar care ; 

And w^hile our flocks in fruitfal pastures fe^. 
Some well-design'd wsisiiotxve poem read, 

Where useful morak, widi soft numbers join'd, 

At oncedeiighe and cidumto the mind, 

k8 
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licb b; hir to more perfection brought|«*^ 
'wUe.l'eiiiarks upon the poet's thought, 
well she knows the stamp of elotpienoc, 

The empty souud of words from solid sense. 

The florid fustian of n rhyming spark, 

Whose random arrow ne*er comes near the marki 
Can't on her judgment be impos'd, and pass 
For standard gold, when 'tis but gilded^rdMk 
Oft* in the walks of an adjacent grove, 

Where first wc mutually engag'd to love, 

She, smiling, ask'd me, ‘ Wliether I'd prefer 

* All humble cottage on the plains with her, 

* Before the poinptms buildings of the great, 

‘ And find content in that inferior state ?' 

Said If * 'Hie question y«u propose to me 

< Perhaps a matter of debate might be, 

‘ Were tfie degrees of iny aflection less 

‘ Than burning martyrs to the gods express. 

* In you I've all I can desire below, 

* That earth can give me, or the gods bestow ; 

‘ And bless'd with you, I know not where to find 

* A second choice ; you taka up all my mind. 

* I'd n(it forsake tliat dear dehgbtful plain, 

* Where cliarming Delia ! lJbv»and Delia reign, 

* For all the splendour that a court can give, 
^Vhere gaudy fools and busy statesmen live. 

< Tlio* youtliful Palis, wbea his birth was known, 

< ri'oo fatally related to a thrcMM,) 

* Forsook Oenoae and bis mftd sports, 

I For dang'rous^reatnest tend ttisgult'ous ooorts, 
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* Yet Fate ihould stiU offer its povver in vain* 

* For what is pow'r to such an humble swain? ^ 

‘ I would not leave my Delia, leave iny fair, 

* Thu’ half die globe should be assigiiM my sliare.’ 

And would you have me, friend ! reAect again. 
Become the basest and the worst of ineu ? 

O, do not ursie me. Celadon ! forbear; ,<f 
1 cannot leave her ; she’s too charming 
Should 1 your counsel in this case pursue^ 

You might suspect me for a villain too; 

For sure that perjur'd wretch can never prove 
Just to his friend whu's faithless to lus love. 


AN EPISTLE TO DELTA. 

As those who hope hereafter hcav'n lo share, 
A rig’rous exile here can calmly bear, ^ 

And with collected spirits undergo 
The snd variety of piun below, 

Yet with intense reflections antedate 
The miglity raptures of a future state. 

While the bright prospect of approaching joy 
Creates n bliss no trou|||iB can destroy ; ^ 

So tho^ I'm toss’d by^dy Fortune's lia^ 
Ev’n to the confines ^ my native land. 

Where 1 can hear the stoemy ocean roar. 

And break its waves «p<» the fimming shore ; 
Tho* from my I>elia baoidi’d, all dwt'sdear, 
That's good, or boMitifol, or charming, iiere, 





hopes encoaingeme to live, 
me l*ate wiU kinder iftinutes gwe; 

That th^ dark treasurv of dme contains 
A gloHous day will finish all my pains ; 

And while I contemplate on joys to come, 

My griefs are silent and mv sorrows dumb, 
Beiieve'tae, Nymph ! believe me, charming Fair ! 
(Wiienn|iilh conspicuous we need iK^jn^ear ; 
Oaths would suppose a diffidence in you 
That I am false, my flame fictitious too,) 

Werel condemn’d, by Fate's imperial pow'r, 
JJe'er to return to your embraces more, 

'T*d scorn whate’er the busy world could give; 
'Tw’ould be tike worst of miseries to live; 

For all mv wishes and desires pursue, 

All I admire or covet here, is you. 

Were I possi'ss’d of your surprising charms, 

And lodg'd Ifain within my Delia's arms, 

Then would my joys ascend to that degree, 

Could angels envy, they would envy me. 

Oft' as 1 wander in a silent shade, 

When bold vexations would my soul invade, 

I banish the rough thought, and none pnrspe 
Dut what inclines my wiUiiy tnind to you ; 

The soft reflectiom on your Mcred love, 
like sovereign antidotes, alt cares remove; 
Composing ev’ry faculty to rest, 

They leave « gratdfal fiavour k dky breast. 
.>^tir'd sometimet into a lonely grove, 

T think all Cho stones ofoitf love. 



, n 191 

What mighty pieaiyre have 1 oft’ possest, 'I 
Wlien, ill a masculme embrace, I prett < 

I'hc lovely Delia to my heaving breast ! 

I'lien 1 remember, and with vast delight, 

The kind expresbions of the partmg night : 
Methought the sun too quick return’d again, 

And day seem'd ne'er impertinent till tlien. 

Strong and contracted was our eager bliss ; 

An age of pleasure in each gen’roiis kiss : 

Years of delight in inouieuts we compriz d. 

And Henv n itself was there epilotnu’d. 

liut when the glories of the eastcni hght 
O’ei flow'd the twinkling tapers of the night, 

* Fare we!, my Delia ! O, farewcl 1’ said 1, 

* The utmost period of lay time is nigli ; 

‘ Too cruel Fate forbids my longer stay, 

^ And wretched Strephon is coflipell’d away. 

* ilio’ i must my native plains forego, 

* forsake these holds, forsake my Delia too, 

* No change of fortune shall for ever move 
^ The setiied base of my immortal love.’ 

* And must my Stropboo, must my faithful ' 
swain, 

* Be forc’d/ yon ory’d^'* to a remoter plain ! 

' The darling of my soul so soon remov'd i 

‘ The only valu'd, and the best belov'd ! 

* Tho’ other swains te me themselves addrest, 

* Strephon was stiU diiiiiguiah'd firom ibwrest;:*^ ' 

* Flat and insipid mU their conitshipseeiM ; * 

< little themselves, their peeiioos lessi estaeuaSd>> ' 
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‘ For my Atrersion witfi their increasM, 

* And none bat Stre|>Jion puirijf r)elia«fjleas*d. 

‘ Tho' I’m depnv d of my ^iud thei-ihcrd s hjght, 

‘ Joy of the day, and blesMuu of the ms^hi, 

‘ Yet wili you, Strephon ! will you I ve me still? 

‘ However flutter me, and huy you will ; 

^ For shonid you entertain a rival lo\e, 

* Should you uiikiiid to me, or fuiihlci^jirove, 
‘No moital e'er could Imlt so wretched bO, 

‘ For sure no mortal ever lov'd like me ’ 

‘ Your beauty. Nymph I'lipaid I, ‘my taith securei, 
‘ Those you on6e conquer must be alvi ays yours ; 

‘ For hearts subdu’d by your \icroiious eyes 
‘No force tan storm, no stratnsem surprise : 

‘ Nor can I ot captivity complain, 

‘ While lovely Delia holds the alonous chain. 

* Tlie Cyprian queen, in young Adonis' arms, 

* Might fear, at least, he would despite hcrchamt; 

* But I can never such a monster prm e, 

‘ To slight tlie blenings of my Delia's love, 

‘ Would those who at Celestial tables sit, 

* Blsss’d with immortal wine, im nortai wit, 

* Choose to descend to some inferior hoard, 

‘ Which nottglit but scum and nen^msecan afford ? 
‘ Nor can I e’er to tlmse gay nymphs address, 

‘ Whose pride IS greaterand whose ctiarmsure less; 
‘ Their finsel beauty may, perhaps, subdue 
‘ A ga«dy ooxoamb oe a iullhme bean, 

* But seenai bast indifforaiir to me, 

*Vfho none but you ssilli adnlratiea tee. 
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‘ Now would the rolling orbs obey my will, 

* I'd make the sun a second time stand still, 

* And to the lower world their light repay 

* \\ hen conqu'ring j(oshua rohM 'em of a day ; 

* Tho' our two souls would dilTrent passions 

prove, 

‘ His was a thirst of glory, mine of love. 

' It will not be ; the sun m^es haste to rise, 

* And take possession of the Ipasteni skies ; 

‘ Yet one more kiss, tho* miUiont. are too few, 

* And Delia ! since we must, must part, adieu.* 

As Adam, by an injur'd Maker dnv'n 
From Eden’s grovfi the vicinage of hcav'n, 
CompcH'd to wander, and oblig'd to bear 
The harsh imflressions of a ruder air, 

With mighty sorrow and with weeping eyes 
Look'd back, and mourn'd the loss of Paradise; 
With a concern like his did I review 1 

My native plains, my charming Delia too ; r 
For I left Paradise in leaving you. J 

If, as I walk, a pleasant shade I find, 

It brings your fair idea to my miiui : 

Such was the h^py plaqje, I sighing, sri}, 

Where I and lovely Delia ! lay, 

When first I did my tender thoughts impart. 

And made a grateful present of my heart : 

Or if my friend in his afmrtinent shows « 

Some piece of Vandyke^a or of Angelo's, 

In which ihe artist has, with wpndrous care, 
Describ'd ifae lace of one eaeeading 
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Tbo* at first ugUt it may my passion raise, 

And ev'ry feature 1 admire and prai ^ ; 

Yet still methinks, upon a second view, 

'Tis not so beautiful, so fair,|us you. 

If I converse with those whom most ndmh 
To have a read gay, vivacious wit, 

They want some amiable moving grace. 

Some turn of fancy, 4mt my Delia Jias; 

For ten good tliuugK amongst tne crowd they 
vent, 

Methinks ten thousand are impertinent. 

Let other shepherds tliat are prone to range. 
With each caprice their giddy^^imours change; 
They from variety less joys receive 
Than you alone are capable to givd^ 
or will I envy those ill'judging swains, 

(What tliey erijoy’s the refuse of the plains,) 

If, for my share of Imppiness below. 

Kind Heav’u upon me Delia would bestow ; 
Wliatevcr blessings it can give beside. 

Let all mgnkiod among tlieaselves divide. 

TO HIS 

UNDER AFFLICTION. 

lives in this tumultuous state of things, 
Where ev*ry morning some new trouble brings 
But bold inquietudes will break bis rett^ 

And gloomy thou^ts disturb his anaiqus Iweast 
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Angelic forms and happy spirits are 
Above the malice of perplexing care; 

But that's a blessing too sublime^ too high 
For those who bend beneath mortality. 

If in the body there was but one part 
Subject to pain and sensible of smart, 

And but one passion could torment the mind. 
That part, that passion, busy Fate would find : 
But since infirmities in both abound. 

Since sorrow both so many ways can wound, 

Tis nut so great a wonder that we gjrievc 
Sometimes, as ’tis a miracle we live. 

The happiest man that ever breath'd on earth. 
With all the glories of estate and birtli. 

Had yet some anxious care, to make inin know 
No grandeur was above the reach of woe. 

To be from all things that disquiet free 
Is nut consistent with hu|mnity. 

Youth, wit, and beauty, are such charming t}iing«, 
O'er wluch,i|f Affluence spreads her gaudy wings, 
We think the npipn who enjoys so much 
No care can mip*, and no affliction touch : 

Yet could we but some secret method find 
To view die dark recesses of the mind, 

there might see the hidden seed of strife. 

And woes in embryo rip'aing into life ; 

How some fierce lust or boist’rous passion fills 
Tlie laboring spirit with prolific ille; 

Pride, enyy, or revenge, distract 

Aad right reeson’e godlike pdlK^cCntrol ; 
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lut if she must not be allow’d to swaf ^ 

Tho’ all without appears serene and 
A^uk*rouB venom on the vitals preys, 
poisons all the comforts of his days. 
Maternal pomp and visible success 
Sometimes contribute to our happiness ; 

But that which makes it genuine, rehn’d, 
a good conscieuce and a soul resign’d ; 

Tlien to whatever end affliction’s seu^-* 

To try our virtues, or for punishment. 

We bear it calmly, tho* a pond’rous woe, 

And still adore the hand that gives the blow; 
For in misfortune tliis advantage lies, 

They make us humble and they make us wise; 
And he that can acquire such virtues, gains 
An ample recompense for all his pains. 

Too soft caresses of a prosp’rous fate 
The pious fervours of soul abate, 

Tempt to luxurious ease our careless days. 
And gloomy vapours round the spirits raise: 
Thus lull’d into a sleep, we dozingiie, 

And find our ruin in security. 

Unless some sorrow comes to our relief, 

And breaks th’ enchantment by a timely grieC 
But as we are allow'd, to cheer our sight, 

In blackest days some gliimnerings of liglit, 
■^So m the most dejected hours we may 
The secret p^sure liave to weep and pray; 
And those mHiM the speediest passage find 
To Heav’n flow from an aflUoted mind; 
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And while to hjim we open our distress. 

Our pains gro^ lighter and our sorrows less. 

The finest music of the grove we owe 
To mouriiing Philomel’s harmonious woe, 

And wbilO her grief’s in charming notes exprest^ 
A thorny bramble pricks her tender breast; 

III warbling melody die spends the night, 

And moves at once compassion and delight. 

No choice hadc*er so happy an event 
But he that made it did that choice repent. 

So weak’s our judgment, and so short’s our sight^ 
We cannot level our own wishes right ; 

And if sometimes we make a wise advance, 

T’ ourselves we little owe, but much to chanec» 
So tliat when Providence, for secret ends. 
Corroding cares or sharp affliction sends, 

We must conclude it best it should be so. 

And not desponding or impatient grow: 

For he that will ji s confidence remove 
From boundless wisdom and eternal love, 

To place it on himself or haman aid, 

Will meet those woes be labours to evade; 

But in the keenest agonies of grief 
Content’s a cordial that still ^ves relief, 

Heav’ii IS not always angry when she strikes, 
But most chastises those whom most she likes; 
And if with humble spirits they complaih, 
Believes the angiiiiii or rewardatfaiotieuw 
2 
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TO ANOTHER FRI^D 

VNDER AFFLICTION. 

SxNCE first man by disobedience fell • 

An easy conquest to the powVs of hell, 

There’s none in ev'ry stage of life can^e 
From the insults of bold Affliction^cHb. 

If a short rcspife gives us some relief, 

And interrupts the series of our grief, 

So quick the pangs of misery return, 

Wo joy by minutes, but by years* we mourn. 
Reason refin’d, and to perfection brought, 

By wise philosophy, and serious thought. 

Supports the soul beneath the pond’rous weight 
Of angry stars, and unpropitious Fate. 

Then is the time she should exert her pow’r. 

And make us practise what she taught before ; 
For why are such vulum’nous authors read, 

*The learned labours of the fafhous dead, 

But to prepare the mind for its defence. 

B,v “^Jige results and well-digested sense, 

1 at when the storm of misery appears, 

With all Its real or fantastic fears. 

\Ve either may the rotiing danger fly, 

Or stem the tide before it swells too high ? 

But tho* the theory of wisdom’s known [done. 
With ease, vd|||t should, add ^jpipt should not be 
Vet all the in pracdSs lies, 

To be m mo«e' dihn woitb and notions wise. 



TO ANOTUER TRIENB WI^DEIC AFFLICTION. 13, 

The sacred truth of sound philosophy 
We study early, but we late apply., 

When stubborn angdi<ih sB^i^od the soul, 

Right reason would its haughty rage control; 

Ilut if it mayn’t be suffer'd, to endure 
Ihe pain is ]u<>t when we reject the cure: 

For many men, close observation finds, 

Of copious learning and exalted minds. 

Who tremble at the sight of daring woes, 

And stoop ignobly to the vilest foes. 

As if they understood not how to be 
Or wise or brave but in felicity; 

And by some action servile or unjust, 

Lay all their former glories in the dust. 

For wisdom first the wretched mortal flies, 

And leaves him naked to his enemies; 

So that, when most his prudence should be shown. 
The most imprudent giddy tilings are'donc: 

For when tlie mmd’iu&urrounded with distress, 
Fear or incoiistancj||||||^dgment press. 

And render u iqo«pahp%o make 
Wise r^^^idns, or'ipK)! counsels take. 

Yet tl^iPli steadiness of soul and thought, 

By reascHi bred, and by Religion taught, 

Which, like a rock amidst the stormy waves, 
Unmov'd remains, and all affliction braves. 

In sharp misfortunes some will search too deep 
What llcav’n prohibits, and woujld pscret keep ; 
But those events 'tis better 
Which, known, serve only to inerCasd our -wde. 

N 3 
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forbi4,(*£ift^S’rou8 to pursoe) 
With^k begins^, «fi4 onds with rum too: 

For l|ra<^p earli^ppreQts bten content 
Not to know mure then to be innocenr, 

Tbcir ignorance of evil had preserv'd 

Their joy-, entire, for then they had nut swerv'd ; 

But they imagin’d ( their desires were such) 

They knew too little, till they knew to^jnueb. 
B'^r since by folly most to wisdom rise, 

And few are but by sad experience wise. 

Consider, Friend ! who all your blessings gave, 
What arc recall’d again, and what you have, 
And do not murmur when you are bereft 
Of little, if you have abundance left. 

Consider too, how many thousfmds are 
Under the worst of miseries, despair, 

And don’t repine at whnt you now endure; 
Custom will give you ease, or time lyiU cure 
Once more ; consideir that the D^esei^t ill, 

Tho’ it be great, may yet ba||||H^r still; 

And be not anxious; for ^aJBnpi 
One grief is nothing to a 
But since It IS impossible to be 
Human, and not expos'd to misery, 

Bear it, my Friend ! as bravely as you can; 

You are nut more, and be not less tlian man ! 

Adlictions past can iia existence find 
But in the wild id^ of the mind ; 


^ And why shpulOflyDr those misfortunes mourn, 
Which ^veUeini sRer*d, ^nd qm ne'er return? 



TO HIS FRIEND INCLINED TO MARRY. 137 

Tlios^ that have weatheiM a tempestaous night. 
And find a calm approaching with the liglit. 

Will not, unless their reason they disown, 

Still make those dangers present that are gone. 
What IS behind the curtain none can see; 

It may be joy ; suppose it misery; 

Tis future still; and that which is not here 
May never come, or we may never bear: 
Therefore, the present ill alone we ought 
To view, in reason, with a troubled tliought; 

But if we may the sacred pages trust, 
lie’s always happy that is always 


TO niS FRIEND 

INCLINED TO MARRY. 

I WOULD not have you, Strephon, choose a mate 
From too exalted or too mean a state, 

For in both these we may expect to find 
A creeping spirit, or a haughty mind. 

Who moves within tlie middle region shfiret 
The least disqmots and the nnallest careSb 
Let her extraction with true lustre shine; 

If something brighter, not too bright for thine 9 
Her education liberal, not great; 

Neither inferior qer above her s^ 

'Let her have wn, but let that wit] 

From affisetaUDo, pride, and pedal 
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^or the efiSsct ofwofimn*s iwit is »uch, 

Too little i» as dang'rous as too much. < 

But, chiefly, let her humour close with thine, 
Unlcis where yours does to k fault incliue : 

The least dispar ty in this destroys, 
like sulph\'ous blasts, the very buds of joys. 
Her person amiable, straight, and free 
From natural, or chance deformity. ^ 

Let not her years exceed, if equal thine. 

For women past their v^our soon decline. 

Her fortune competent ; and if thy sight 
Can reach so fai^ take care ’tis gather’d right. 

If thine's enough, then hers may be the less: 

Do not aspire to riches in excess; * 

For that which mokes our lives delightful prove, 
Is a genteel sulflciency and love. 


TO A PAINTER 

DRAWIKG lX)Rr¥DA*5 TICTURfi. 

Paiktir ! the utmost of thy judgment show; 
Exceed ev'a Titian and great Ang^; 

With all the liveliness of thought express 
TbetXMMring features of Dorioda’t lace: 

Thou canst not flatter where such beauty dwells 
Her oharR^tfjUgalaurs and thy art excels. 
Others, Is^^Hmy from thy pencil have 
Graces wdHiPf^ Nature never gafve; 
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to A &d. 

But in Dorinda’s aspect thou will see 
Sucii as will pose tliy famous art and ihee ; 

So great, so many, in her face unite, 

So well-proportioned, and so wond’rous bright. 
No human skill can e^er express 'em all, 

But must do wrong to tli* fair original. 

An angers hand alone ihe pencil fits 
To mix the colours, when an angel sits. 

Thy picture may as like Dorinda be 
As art of man can paint a deity, 

And justly may, perhaps, when she withdraws, 
Excite our wonder, and deserve applause ; 

But when compar’d, you’ll be oblig’d to own. 

No arr can equal what’s by Nature done. 

Great Lely’s noble hand, exccH'd by few, 

The picture fairer than the person drew: 

He took the best that Nature could impart. 

And made it better by his pow’rful art : 

But had he seen that bright surprising grace 
Which spreads itself o’er all Dorinda’s face. 
Vain had been all the essays of his skill ; 

Slie must have been confess’d the fairest still. 

Ileav'n in a landscape may be wond'rous fine, 
And look as bright as painted light can shins^ 
But still the real glories of that place 
All art by iafinite degrees surpass. 
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TO THE PAINTER 

after UC had finished D0IIINDA*S PICTURF, 

Painter! thou hast pcrformM uhntmancan do 
Only Dorinda's self more charms can sho^^ . 

Bold are thy strokes, and delicate f^ch touch^ 
But still thclieauties of her face are such 
As cannot justly be describ'd, tho* all 
Confess 'tis like the bright original. 

In her, and in thy picture, wc may view 
The utmost Nature or that Art ran do; 

Each is a masterpiece, design’d so well, 

That future times may strive to parallel, 

But neither Art nor Nature’s able to excel. 


THE END. 


PaiMTEB, ■HOX-l.Alll. 
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WILLIAM CONGREVE} 

! 

BY 

* SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL. D. 


CowoRETfi desoeBded fSrodi • iiuai|f ,lHi 
St&frordshire, of lo f re»t antidiilfy tfeiit 
a place ummg the few that eYteal tlidl' Itee lit- 
^ond the Noraum Coaqneit t and was the son of 
'William Congrete, tiecond soo of Hidiavd Con^ 
jrreve of Cong^vc and Stratton. He Visited, 
once at least, the rctidcnoe of his anresters » aed, 
1 beliefe, more places than one are still shew 
in gieidh ai|4 gardens, where be is rel||li||^ lo 
have written his Old Bachelor. 

V Neitiier the time nor place of his hiWM 
fsertntol^ known ; if the htteriptioifilpdn Mo had* 
anmeat be trite, he was hero in 
plaoet itwaaaMd^hyhlBiself^ 
nativltr to Ehklaiid; and iittiyiily 
lie wfM hem inu Ireland. SonthM^qMioMlld 

concnnea. s 
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him with sharp censure, as a man that meanly 
disowned his native country. , The biographers 
assigned his nativity to Bardsa, near Leeds in 
Yorkshire, from the account given by himself, as 
they suppose, to Jacob. 

To doubt whether a man of eminence has told 
the truth about his own birth, is, in appearance, to 
be very deficient in candor ; y^^ nbbody can live 
long without knowing that falsehoods of coiiveni* 
euce or vanity, falsehoods from which no evil im- 
mediately visible ensues, except the general degra- 
dation ofhuman testimony, are very lightly uttered, 
and once uttered, arc sullenly reported. Boilean, 
who desired to be thought a rigorous and steady 
moralist, having told a pretty Uc to Lewis XI V. 
continued it afterwards by false dates; thinking 
himself obliged la honor, says his admirer, to 
maintain what, when he said it, was so well received. 

herevor Congreve was bom, he was educated 
first at Kilkenny, and afterwards at Dublin, his 
lather having some military employment that sta- 
tioaed him in Ireland : but after having passed 
Humigh the usual preparatory studies, as may be 
rvasonably supposed, with great celerity suc- 
cem* his father thcnight it proper to assign him a 
profession, by which something might b# gotten; 
«Bd abont the time of the Kevolntion eent him, 
at the age nf sigteen, to stndj law in the Middle 
Temple, vhulvo he lived for several years, but 
with very U^e attention to Statutes or Reports. 
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Iliu disposition to become an author appeared 
icry early, ns he very earlv felt tiat force of 
imagination, and potitessed that copiousness of 
sentiment, by which intellectual pleasure can be 
given. His first performance was a novel, called 
Inen^Ua, or Love and Didy reconri/ed: It is 
praised by the biographers, who quote some part 
of the preface ; that ?s, indeed, for such a time 
of life, uncommonly judicious. 1 would rather 
praise it than read it. • 

His first dramatic labor was the Old Bachelor ; 
of which he says, in his defence against Collier, 

* that c^nied^ was virittcn, as several know, s)ine 
‘ years before it was acted. When 1 wrote it, I 

* had little thoughts of the stage i but did it, to 

* amuse mvsclf in a slow recovery from a fit of 

* sickness. Afterwards, through my indiscretion, ' 

* it Rus seen, and in some little time more it was 
‘ acted ; and I, through the remainder of my m- 

* discretion, suflered myself to be drawn in, to the 

* prosecution of a dHRcnlt and thankless study, 

* and to he involved in a perpetual war with 

* knaves and fools.* 

There seems to be a strange affectation in an- 
fhors of appearing to have done every things li!P 
chance. The Old Badielor was written for 
amusement, in the languor of coDva1esced0e. Yet it 
is apparently composed with great efobomtenesi 
of dialogue, and inoessant ambiticNi of Rrit. Tlfo 
age of the writer considered, it is indeed a very 

B 2 
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votiderlul performance ; for, whenever written, it 
was acted (1693) when he was not more thair 
twenty-one years old ; and was then recommended 
by Mr. Dryden, Mr. Southern, and Mr. Mayn* 
waring. Dryden said that he never had seen such 
a ftrst play ; but they found it deficient in some 
things requisite to the success of its exhibition, 
and by their greater cxperienotUltted it for the 
stage. Southern used to relate of one comedy, 
probably of this, that when Congreve read it to 
the players, he pronounced it so wretchedly that 
they had almost rejected it ; but the}' were after- 
wards so well persuaded of its excellence, that, 
for half a year before it was acted, the manager 
allowed its author the privilege of the house. 

Few plays have ever been so baacficial to the 
writer j for it procured him the patronage of Ha- 
lifax, who immediately made him one of the com- 
missioners fbr licensing coaches, and soon after 
gave him a piace in the pipe-office, and another 
in the customs of six hundred pounds a->'ear. 
Coifgreve’b conversation must surely have been at 
east equall}' pleasing with his writings. 

Such a comedy, written at such an age, re- 
quires some consideration. As the lighter spe- 
cies of dramatic poetiyr professes the iiiiitarion of 
common life, of real manners, and daily incidents, 
it apparently presupposes a familiar knowledge of 
many chavnoters, and exact observation of the 
passing World ; the difficulty therefore is, to con- 
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ceive how this koowlcdg^e can be obtained hj a 
boj. 

13ut if the 0/d Bachelor- be more nearly exa, 
mined, it will be found lobe one of those comediea 
which may be miidc by a mind vigorous and acute^ 
and furnished with comic characters by the pr- 
rusal of other poe^s, without much actual com> 
mercc with mankind. '1‘he dialogue is one col- 
stant reciprocatiou of conceits, or clash of wit, 
in which nothing flows necessarily from the occa- 
sion, or is dictated by nature. The characters 
both of men and women are cither fictitious and 
artificial, as those of Hearlwell and the Ladies f 
or easy and common, as /Vittol a tame idiot. 
Bluff a swaggering coward, and Fondlewife a 
jealous puritan; and the catastrophe arises from 
a mistake not very probably produced, by marry- 
ing a woman in a mask. 

Yet tins gay comedy, when all these deduc- 
tions are made, will still remain the work of rei 7 
powerful and fertile faculties: the dialogue is 
quick and sparkling, the incidents such as seiee 
the attention, and the wit so exuberant that it 
* o'er-informs its tenement.’ 

Next year he gave another specimen of his 
abilities in The Double Dealer^ wbi<^ was one 
received with equal kindness. He writes to bb 
pauon Lord Halifax a dedioation, in whUfli lH^e»« 
deavours to reconcile the reader to 
fovDd few friend, tmoag the ■ndienot. Umt 



tlFE OF roNGRE\F. 


apologies arc alwajs useless:, * de gustibus non 
‘ etit disputandum ;** men maj be convinced, but 
thej cannot be pleased, against their will, iiut 
though taste is obstinate, it is ver3r variable, and 
time often prevails when arguments have tailed. 

Queen IMary conferred upon both these pla^s 
the honor of her presence ; gpd when she died 
soon after, Congreve tcsUfitd his gratitude by a 
despicable effubioii of elegiac pastoral ; a compo- 
sition in which all is unnatural, and yet nothing 
is new* 

In another year ( 1 095) his prolific pen pro- 
duced Love for a comedy of nearer alli- 

ance to life, and exhibiting more real manners, 
than eiAer of the former. The character of 
Foreo^ght was then common. Dryden calculated 
nativities; bothtVomweli and King William had 
their lucky days; and bhaftesbury himself, (hough 
he had no rcHgioB, was said to regard prcdictioub. 
The Saiior is not accounted very natural, but he 
is very pleasant. 

With this play, was opened the New Theatre, 
Wider thg direction of Betterton the tragedian ; 
where he exhibited two years afterwards ( 1 097 ) 
The BrUe^ a tragedy, so written as to 

show him snttciently qualified for eittier kind of 
•l^bamatie poetry. 

In this play, of which, when he afterwards ro- 
St, he reduced the versification to greater 
] there is more bustle thwi sentiment ; 
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the plot is busy and intricate, and the events take 
bold on the attention; but, except a very few 
passages, we are rather amused with noise, and 
perplexed with stratag^em, than enrertaiued with 
any true delineation of natural characters. This, 
however, was received with more benevolence than 
any other of his works, and still continues to be 
acted and applauded. 

But whatever objections may be made either to 
his comic or tragic excellence, they arc lost at 
once in the blaze of admiration, when it is re- 
membered that he had produced tliese four plays 
before be had passed his t went} -fifth year, before 
other men, even such as are some time to shine 
in eminence, have passed their probation of lite- 
rature, or presume to hope for any other notice 
than such as is bestowed on diligence and inquiry. 
Among all the efiorts of early genius which lite^ 
mry liisfory records, 1 doubt whether any one can 
be produced that more surpasses the conlinoD 
limits of nature than the plays cf Congreve. 

About this time began the Joug -continued con- 
troversy between Collier and the poets. In the 
reign of Charles the First the puritans bed raised 
a violent clamor against the drama, which they 
considered as an entertainment not lawful to Chrii- 
tians, an oinnioa held by them in oommon with 
the churcdi of Rome ; and Prynne publiihed J3ijh> 
tm-innstur, a huge volmne, in which ilngit glnjn 
were censured. The outragei and enmet of 
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Vufitans brought afterwards their whole system of 
doctrine into disrepute, and from the Kcitoration 
the poets and players were left at quiet; for to 
bare molested them would have had the appearance 
of tendency to puritanical malignity. 

This danger, however, was worn awa^ by time ; 
and Collier, a fierce and implacable Non-juror, 
knew that an attack upon the tneatic would never 
make him suspected for a puritan ; he therefore 
(1098) published J short f ’ievo of the Immora- 
lity and Prophaneness of the Ett^Iish Slage^ 1 be- 
lieve with no other motive than religious zeal 
and honest indignation. Uc was formed for a 
controvertist ; with sufTiciciit learning ; with dic- 
tion vehement and pointed, though often vulgar 
and incorre 9 t ; with unconquerable pertinacity ; 
with wit in the highest degree keen and sarcas- 
tic; and wHh all those powers exalted and invi- 
gorated by just oontidcoGe in his cause. 

Thus qualified, and thus incited, he walked out 
to battle, and assailed <at onee most of the living 
writers, from Dryden to Durfey. His onset was 
violent : those passages, whi(^ while they stood 
•ingle had passed with little notice, when they 
were accumulated and exposed together, excited 
horror ; the wise and the pious caught the alariA, 
and the nation wondered why it had so long.suf* 
fered irreligion and licentionsneft to be openly 
taught at the public charge. 
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Xoiliing now reinoioed for the poets but to re- 
sist or fly. Dryden’b conscience, or his prudence, 
os he was, withheld him from the conflict: 
Congreve and Vanbrugh attempted answers. Con- 
greve, a vorv young man, elated with success, and 
impatienr of censure, assumed an air of confidence 
and security. His chief artifice of controversy is 
to retort upon his adversary his own words : he is 
very angry, and, hoping to conquer Collier with 
his own weaponti, allows himself in the use of 
every term of contumely and contempt; hut he 
bus the sword without the arm of Scanderberg » 
he has his antagonist's coarseness, but not bis 
strength. Collier replied; for contest was bis 
delight : he was not to be frighted from his pur- 
pose or his prey. 

The cause of Congreve was not tenable : whaft 
ever glosses he might use for the defence or pallia- 
tion of single passages, the general tenor and 
tendency of his plays must always be condemned. 
It is acknowledged, with universal convictiup, 
that the perusal of his works will make no nuui 
better; and Chat their ultimate effect is to represeni 
pleasure in alliance with vice, and to relax tbosfli 
obligations by which lifle ought to be regulated^ 

The stage found other advocates, and die dis- 
pute was protracted through ten years : but at last 
Comedy grew more modest ; and Collier lived to 
see the reward of his labor ia the reformacioppf 
the theatre. 
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Of the powers hj wbidi this important victory 
was achieved a quotation f#Gun Love for Love^ 
and the remark upon if, may afford a specimen. 

* ^ir Samps. Sampson's a very p^ood name ; for 

* your Sampsons were strong^ dog^s from the be- 

* ginniiij'.' 

‘ Angel. Have a care — If you remember, the 

* strongest Sampson of your lypne pull'd an old 

* house over his head at last.’ 

Here you have the Sacred History burlesqued ; 
*•* and Sampson once more brought into the house 
** of Dagon, to make sport for the Philistines !* 
Congreve’s last play was 'I'hefVajfof the IV orW, 
which, though as he hints in his dedication, it 
was written with great labor and much thought, 
was received with so little favor, that, being in a 
high degree offended and disgusted, he resolved to 
commit his quiet and his fame no moic to the ca- 
prices of an audience. 

From this time his life ocased to be public ; he 
lived for himself and for his friends ; and among 
his friends was able to name every man of his 
time whom wit and elegance had raised to reputa- 
tion. It may be therefore reasonably supposed 
that his mauners were polite and bis conversation 
pleasing. 

He seems not to have taken much pleasure in 
writing, as he contributed nothing to Voie Spectator^ 
and- only one paper to the 'Jailer ^ though published 
men with whom he might be supposed willing 
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to associate ; and though he lived miiny years after 
the publication of his Miscellaneous I’oems, yet 
he added nothing to them, but lived on in literary 
indolence ; engaged in no controversy, contending 
Mith no rival, neither soliciting flattery by public 
rommendatioiis, nor provoking enmity by malig- 
nant criticism, but passing his time among the 
great and splendid, in the placid enjoyment of his 
fame and fortune. 

Having owed his fortune to Halifax, he conti- 
nued always of his patron's party, hut, as it seema* 
without violence or acrimony; and his firmness 
was naturally esteemed, as his abilities were reve- 
renced. His security therefore was never violated ; 
and when, upon the extrusion of tlie Whigs, some 
intercession was used lest Congreve should dis- 
placed, the Earl of Oxford made this answer : 

* Non obtusa adeo gestamus pectora Pceni, 

* Nec tarn aversus equos Tyri4 sol jungit ab nrbe.' 

He that was thus honored by the advene party 
might naturally expect to be advanced when his 
friends returned to power, and he was accordingly 
made secretary for the island of Jamaica; a place, 
1 suppose, without trust or care, but which, with 
his post ia the customs, is said to have aflTorded 
him twelve huadred pounds a-year. 

His himorB were yet fisr greater than bis pro- 
fits. Evpry writer ocntkMied hiia with respect t 
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and, amonp other teitifflonies to his merit, Steele 
made him the patron of his Misoellao^, and Pope 
inscribed to him his translation of the Iliad. 

But he treated the Muses with ingratitude ; for, 
having lon(^ conversed familiarlj with the great, 
he wished to be considered rather as a man of 
fashion than of wit ; and, when he received a 
visit from Voltaire, disgusted him ^ the despi- 
cable foppery of desiring to be oonsidevad not os 
a& author but a gentleman ; to which the Frcach- 
•man replied, * that if he had been only a gentle- 
man, he should not have come to visit him.* 

In his retirement he may be supposed to have 
applied himself to books ; for he discovers more 
literature than the poets have commonly attained. 
But his studies were in his latter days obstructed 
by cataracts in his eyes, which at last terminated 
in blindness. This melancholy state was aggra- 
vated by the gout, for which he sought relief by a 
journey to Bath ; but being overturned in his cha- 
riot, complained from that time of a pain in his 
tide, and died alt his house in Surrey-street in the 
Strand^ Jan. 29 1 1728-9. Having lain in state in 
the Jerusalem-chamber, he was buried in W est- 
minster-abbey, where a memument is erected to 
his memory by Henrietta Duchess of Marlborough, 
to wbomi for reasons either not known or not 
mentioned, he bequeathed a legacy of about ten 
tbonsand pounds i the accumulation of attentive 
panuueoy, wbieb, though to her superfluous and 
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nelen, might have given great asBi§tance to the 
ancient family from which he descended, at that 
time by the imprudence of his relation redooed to 
diflBculties and distress. 


Congreve has merit of the highest kind; he 
is an original writer, who borrowed neither the 
models of his plot, nor the manner of his dialogue. 
Of his plays 1 cannot speak distinctly ; for since 1 
inspected them many years have passed ; but what 
remains upon my memory is, that his charactero 
are commonly fictitious and artificial, with very 
little of nature, and not much of life. He formed 
• peculiar idea of comic excellence, which bt 
supposed to consist in gay remarks and unexpected 
answers ; but that which he endeavoured, be sel- 
dom failed of performing. His scenes exhibit not 
much of humour, imagery, or passion : bis person- 
ages are a kind of intellectual gladiators | every 
sentence is to ward or strike ; the contest of smart- 
ness is never intermitted ; bis wit is a meteor play- 
ing to and fro with alternate comscaticniB. His 
comedies have therefore, in some degree, the ope- 
ration of tragedies ) they surprise rather than di- 
vert, and raise admiration oftener than merriment. 
But they are 'the works of a mind replete with 
images, and quick in combination. 

Of his misoellaaedns poetiy 1 cannot say any 
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fMMmg other teBtimonies to hii merit, Steele 
the patron of his Misocliao^, and Pope 
iBierthed to him hiB trantlation of the Iliad. 

But he treated the Muflei with ingratitude ; for, 
having long conversed familiarly with the great, 
he wished to be considered rather as a man of 
fashion than of wit ; and, when he received a 
visit from Voltaire, disgusted him ¥he despi- 
cable foppery of desiring to be consideied not as 
an author but a gentleman ; to which the Frcncb- 
<man replied, ^ that if he had been only a gentle- 
* man, he should not have come to visit him.’ 

In his retirement he may be supposed to have 
applied himself to books ; for he discovers more 
literature than the poets have commonly attained. 
But his studies were in his latter days obstructed 
by cataracts in his eyes, which at last terminated 
in blindness. This melancholy state was aggra- 
vated by the gout, for which he sought relief by a 
journey to Batb } hut being overturned in his cha- 
riot, complained from that time of a pain in his 
tide, and died at his bouse in Shurey-street in the 
Strand, Jan. 29 , 1728-P. Having lain in state in 
the Jerusalem-chamber, he was buried in M est- 
minster-abbey, where a moDumeut is erected to 
his memory by Henrietta Duchess of Marlborough, 
to whom, ibr reasons either not known or not 
mentioned, he bequeathed a legacy of about ten 
thousaiid pomidbi the accumulation of attentive 
pmimoi^, which, thong h to her soperiiious and 
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•ateless, might have given great assistaaep^ t0t^ 
ancient family from which he descended* 
time bj the imprudence of his relation redtiMjpk 
difficulties and distress. 


Concrete has merit of the highest kind; he 
is an original writer, who borrowed neither the 
models of his plot, nor the manner of his dialogue. 
Of his plajs 1 cannot speak distinctly ; for since I 
inspected them many years have passed ; but what 
remains upon my memory is, that his characters 
are commonly fictitious and artificial, with very 
little of nature, and not much of life. He formed 
m peculiar idea of comic excellence, which he 
supposed to consist in gay remarks and unexpected 
answers ; but that which he endeavoured, he sel- 
dom failed of performing- His scenes exhibit not 
much of fanmour, imagery, or passion : his person- 
ages are a kind of intellectual gladiators i every 
sentence is to ward or strike ; the contest of smarl- 
ness is never intermitted ; his wit is a meteor play- 
ing to and fro with alternate coruscations. His 
comedies have therefore, in tome degree, the ope- 
ration of tragedies i they surprise rather than di- 
vert, and raise admiration oftener than merriment. 
But they are the works of a mind replete with 
images, and quick in combination. 

Of his nriscrJlapeous poetry 1 cannot any dpy 
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very favorable. The powers of Confrere 
ae^Mo desert him when he leaves the stage, as 
^tP|OTiB was no longer strong than when he could 
touw the ground. It cannot be observed with* 
out wonder, that a mind so vigorous and fertile in 
dramatic compositions should on anjr other occa- 
sion discover nothing but impotence and poverty. 
He has in these little pieces neither elevation of 
fancy, selection of lauguage, nor swm in versiii- 
cation : jet if 1 were required to select from the 
whole mass of English poetry the most poetical 
paragraph, 1 know not what 1 could prefer to an 
exclamation in The Mourning Bride, 


It was a lancy’d noise ; for all is hush'd. 


It bore the accent of a human voice. 


It was thy fear, or else some transient wind 
WhisUing thro’ hollows of this vaulted isle : 
We'll listen— 


No, all is bush’d and still as death. — 'Tis 
dreadful ! 

|lnw reverend is the face of this tall pile, 
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Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads. 

To hear aloft its arch’d and ponderous roof, 

By its own >veight made stedfast and immovable. 
Looking tranquillity ! It strikes an awe 
And terror on my aching sight ; the tombs 
And monumental caves of death look cold, 

And shoot a chillncss to taiy tremliling heart. 

Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 
Nay, quickly speak to me, and let me hear 
Thy voice — my own affrights me with its echoes. 

He who reads these lines enjoys for a momeiit 
the powers of a poqt ; he feels what he remem- 
bers to have felt before, but he feels it with 
great increase of sensibility ; he recognises a fa- 
miliar image, but meets it again amplified ami 
expanded, embellished with beauty, abd cniaiged 
with majesty. 

Yet could the author, who appears here to 
have enjoyed the confidence of Nature, lament 
the death of queen Mary in lines like these : 

The rocks are cleft, and new decending rills 
Furrow the brows of all th’ impendlnj^ hills. 

The water-gods to floods their rivul^^tuni. 

And each, with streaming eyes, sopp^ hh want- 
ing urn. 

The Fauns forsake the woods, the lymphs the 
prove, 

And round (he plafti in std distractions rovd:*^ 
r 2 
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In prickijr brakes their tender limbs thej tear* 

And leave on thorns their locks of ^Qldcn hair. 
With their sharp nails, themselves the Satjn 
wound, 

And tu^ their rhaggy beards, and bite with grief 
the ground. 

Lo ! Pan himself, beneath a blasted oak. 

Dejected lies, his pipe in pieces brok|^ 

See Pales weeping too, in wild despair. 

And to the piercing winds her bosom bare. 

And see yon fading myrtle, where appears 
The Queen of Love, all bath’d in flowing tears i 
See how she wrings her bands, and beats her 
breast. 

And tears her useless girdle from her waist : 

Hesur the sad murmurs of her sighing doves t 
for grief they sigh, forgetful of their loves. 

And, many years after, he gave no proof that 
time had improved his wisdom or his wit ( for, 
on the death of the Marquis of Blundford this was 
his soug : 

And now the winds, which had so long been still. 
Began the i^Uiog air with sighs lo iill ; 

The water jQiMipbs, who motionless remain’d. 

Like images bf icc, while she complain’d, 

Now loos'^ theif^ftreaus : as when descending 
rains 

RpU the steep (orreats headlong o’er the plains. 
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The prone creation, vho so lonj; had gaxM, 
Churm’d Mith her cries, and at her griefs amaz'd, 
Began to roar and howl with horrid ^ell. 

Dismal to hear, and terrible to tell ! 

Nothing but groans and ^ighs were heard around. 
And echo multiplied each mournful sound. 

In both these funeral poems, when he has yelled 
•ut nian^r syllables of senseless dolor ^ he dismisses 
his reader with senseless consolation: from the 
grave of Pastora rises a light that forms a star; 
and vherc j^mar^rllis wept for Amyntas, fVon 
avrry tear sprung up a violet. 

But William is bis hero, and of William he 
will sing : 

The htfrcriiig winds on downy wings shall wait 
around, 

And catch and waft to foreign lands, the flying 
sound. 

It cannot but he proper to show what they shall 
have to catch and carry : 

'I'was now, when flowery lawnf^ffo prospect 
made. 

And flowing brooks heneath a fordst khade, 

A lowing heifer, loveliest of the herd, 

^tood feeding by i while two fierce bulls prepar'd 
r 3 
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Their ariiied heads for ; b}' fate of war to 
prove 

The victor worthy of the fair one’s love. 
Unthought presage of what met next my view ; 
For soon the shady scene ^rithdrew. 

And now, for woods, and fields, and springing 
flowers, 

Behold a town arise, bulwark’d witl^ walls and 
lofty towers ; 

Two rival armies all the plain o’erspread, 

Each in battalia rangM, and shining arms array'd; 
With eager eyes beholding both from far, 

Namur, the prize and mistress of the war. 

The Birth of the Muse is a miserable fiction. 
One good line it has, which was borrowed from 
Dryden. The conclading verses are these : 

This said, no more renuun’d. Th’ etliereul host 
Again impatient crowd the crystal coast. 

The father, now, within bis spacious hands, 
Encompass’d all Uie mingled mass of soas and 
lands ; 

And, haviim bear’d aloft the ponderous sphere. 

He launch's I4|e world to float in ambient air. 

Of his iAwgular poems, that to Mrs. Arabella 
Hunt seems to be the best : his ode for Cecilia’s 
Day, however, has some lines which Pope had ia 
liU mind when he wrote his own. 
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Hia imitationa of Horace are feebly paraphraa- 
fica], and the additions which he makes are of 
little value, lie sometimes retains what were 
more properly omitted, as when he talks of ver~ 
tmn and gums to propitiate V enus. 

Of his Translations, the satire of Juvenal was 
written very early, and may therefore be for- 
given, though it had not the roassineas and vi^or 
ef the original. In all bia versions strength and 
sprightliness are wanting : hia H>inn to Venus, 
from Homer, is perhaps the best. Hia lines are 
weakened with expletives, and bis rhymes are fre- 
quently imperfect. 

His petty poems are seldom worth the cost of 
criticism ; sometimes the thoughts are false, and 
sometimes common. In his verses on Jaidy Ge- 
thin, the latter part is an imitation of Dryden's 
ode on Mrs. Killigrcw ; and lloris, that has been 
so lavishly flatter'd by Steele, has indeed some 
lively stanzas, but the expression might be mend- 
ed ; and the most striking part of the character 
had been already shown in {jwe for Love, Hn 
Art of Pleasing is founded on a vulgar, but per- 
haps impracticable principle, and the staleness of 
the sense is not concealed by any novelty of illus- 
tration or elegance of diction. 

This tissue of poeh'y, from which he seems 
to have hoped a lasting name, is totally neglect- 
ed, and known only as it appended to his plays. 

While comedy or white tragedy is^ reguM^ 
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his plays are likely to be read ; but, except irhat 
relates to the stag^e, I know not that he has ever 
written a stanza that is sun^, or a coupler that is 
quoted. The general character of his Miscel- 
lanies is, that they show little wit, and little vir- 
tue. 

Yet to him it must he confessed that we are 
indebted for the correction of a q||tidnal error, 
and fbr the cure of our Pindaric madness. He 
first taught the English writers that Pindar's odes 
were regular; and* though certainly he had not 
the fire requisite for the higher species of lyric 
poetry, he* has shown us that enthusiasm has its 
rules, and that in mere confusion there is neither 
grace nor greatness. 
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TO THE RIGHT HOV. 

CHARLES LORD HALIFAX, &c. 

Xo YOU, my Lord, my Muse her tribute pays 
Of vanoub verse, in variou>> rude essays : 

T® you she first address’d her early voice, 

By inclination led, and fix’d by choice; 

To you, on nhose indulgence she depends. 

Her few collected lays she now commends. 

By no one measure bound, her numbers rang^, 
And unrebolv’d in choice, delight in change ; ’ 

Her songs to no distinguish’d fame asph-c. 

For BOW she tries the reed, anon attempts the 
lyre. 

In high Parnassus she no birthright claims, 

Eor drinks deep draughts of Heliconian streams | 
Yet near the sacred mount she lores to rorc. 
Visits the springs, and hovers round the grove^ 
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S^he knows what danf^ers wait too bold a flight, 
And fears to fall from an Icuriuii height; 

Yet she admires the wiD|^ that safely soars, . 

At distance follows, and its track adoreo. 

She knows what room, what force, the swan re- 
quires 

Whose tow'riog head above the cloads as^jures. 
And knows as well it is your lowesJu^ruisc 
Such heights to reach with equal strength and esse* 
0 had your genius been to leisuie oorn. 

And not more bound to aid us than adorn ! 

Albion in verse with ancient Greece had vy*d. 
And gain'd alone a fame which there sev'n states 
divide. 

But such, ev'o such renown, too dear had cost. 
Had we the patriot in the poet lo>>t: 

A true poetic state we had deplor'd, 

Had not your ministiy our com restored. 

But still, py Lord, tlio’ your exalted name 
Standi foremost in the fairest list of ’ ame, 

Tho' your ambition ends in public good, 

'(A virtue-lineal to your bouse and blood) 

Yet thiok not meanly of your other praise, 

Kor slight the trophies which the Muses raise. 
How oft* a patriot's best laid schemes we find 
By party cross'd or faction undcruiin d 1 
If he succeed he undergoes this lot. 

The good receiv'd, the giver is forgot. 

But honors which from verse their source derive. 
Shall both sunnouut detraettoh and survive: 
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And poets bave unquestion d right to jclaim. 
If not the greatest, the most lastiug name* 


TO MR. DRYDExV,. 

ON niS TRANSLATION OP PERSIUS. 

As ^licn of old heroic stor^r tells 

1 - 1 >ghts iuiprison'd long hjr magic spells, 

Till tu'uro time the destin'd hero send 
B>’ whom the dire enchantment is to end ; 

Such seems this work, and so reserv’d for thee, 
Thou j,rcat rcvualcr of dark poesy ! • 

1 hose sullen clouds which have for ages past 
O’er I'crbiub too long suff'ring Muse been cast, 
Disperse jnd 11> before thy sacred pen. 

And in their room bright traAs of light are seen. 
Sure Phoebus’ self thy swelling breast inspires. 
The goil of music and poetic fires ; 

Else whence jirocceds this great surprise of light ? 
How dawns this day forth from the womb of 
Me lit 7 

Our wonder now does our past folly show, 
Vainly contemning what we did not know t 
So unbelievers impiously despise 
The bacred Oracles in mysteries. 

Persius before in small esteem was liad, 

Uftlest what to Antiquity is paid s 
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Bdt like Apoci^pha, with scruple read, 

^So far onr i^orance our faith misled) 

Till you, Apollo's darling priest, thought fit 
To place it ia the poet's sacred writ. 

As coin which hears souic awful monarch's face 
For more than its Intrinsic worth will pass. 

So your bright image, which we here behold. 
Adds worth to worth, and dignifies the gold. 

To you we all this following trcasur^rvwe, 

This Hippocrene, which from a rock did flow. 

Old Stoic virtue, clad in rugged lines. 

Polish'd by yon, in modem brilliant shines: 

And as before for Persius our esteem 
To his antiquity was paid, hot him ; 

So now, whatever praise from us is due. 

Belongs not to old Persius, but the new; 

For still obscure, to us no light he gives ; 

Dead in himself, in you alone he lives. 

So stubborn flints their inward heat conceal. 
Till art and forre th* unwilling sparks reveal ; 

But, thro* your skill, from those small seeds of 
fiiU 

Bright flames arise, which never can expire. 
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TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 

OCCASIONED BT T *■ PICTUBS. 

1 YIELD, O Kneller ! to saperior skill, 

Tb^ pencil triumphi o*er the poet’s quill c 
If yet my vanquish’d Muse exert her lays^ 

It is no more to rival thee, but praise. 

Oft’ have I try’d, with unavailing care. 

To trace some imape of the much-lov’d fair. 

But still my numbers ineffectual prov’d. 

And rather show’d how nmch, thaa whom, I 
lov’d } 

But thy unerring' hands, with matchless art. 

Have shown my eyes th’ impression in my heqrtl 
The bright idea both exists and lives. 

Such vital heat thy genial pencil gives. 

Whose daring point, not to the face confin’d. 

Can penetrate the heart, and paint the mind. 
Others some faint resemblance may express, 
Which as ’tis drawn by chance we find by g^ess : ^ 
Thy pictures raise no doubts when brought to 
view; 

At once they’re known, and seem to know us too. 
Transcendent Artist I how complete thy skill f 
Thy pow’r to act is equal to thy will : 

Nature and Art in thee alike contmid. 

Not to oppose each other, but befriend; 
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For nrhat thy fancy has with fire design'd. 

Is by tliy skill both temper'd and refin'd. 

As in (Hiy pictures light consents vrkh shade, 

^nd each to other is subservient made, 

Judgment and genius so concur in thee. 

And both unite in perfect harmony. 

But after-days, my Friend 1 must do thee right. 
And set thy virtues in unenvy'd light. 

Fame due to vast desert is kept in^rc, 

Unpaid till the deserver is no more $ 

Yet thou in present the best part hast gain'd. 

And from the chosen few applause obtain’d : 

Et’b he who best could judge and best could 
praise. 

Has high extoll'd thee in his deathless lays : 

Ev’n Drydeu has immortaliz’d tliy name ; 

Let that alone suffice thee, chink that fame ; 

Unfit I follow where he led the way, 

And court applause by what 1 seem to pay : 
Myself 1 praise while I thy praise intend. 

For 'tis some virtue virtue to commend; 

And next to deeds which our own honor raise. 

Is to distinguish them who merit praise. 



TO Sill RICHARD TEMPLE, 


OF PLEASING. 

XiB strange, dear Temple ! how it comes to 
puss 

That no one man is pleased with what he has : 

So Horace sin^s — and sure as strange is this, 
That no one man's displeas’d with what he is. 
The foolish, ugl^, dull, impertinent, 

Are with their persons and their parts content. 
Nor is that all; so odd a thing is man. 

He most wopld be what least he should or can. 
Hence homelj faces still are foremost seen. 

And crosA-stiap'd fops a:fect tlie nicest mien; 
Cowards extol true courage to the skies. 

And fools are still most forward to advise ; 

Th' untrusted wretch to secrccj pretends, 

Mills p'ripg bis nothing round to all as friends ; 
Dull rogues affect the peUtician’s part, 

And learn to nod, end smile, and shtug, with art ; 
M'ho nothing has to lose the war bewails. 

And he who nothing pays at taxes rails. 

Thus man, perverse, against plain Nature strives. 
And to be artfully absurd contrives, 

Plautus will dance, Liucus at ogling aims. 

Old Tritps keeps, and undone Probus games x 
Noisoaie Cuttnlio, whose envenom'd breath, 

Tho* at a distance utter'd, threatens death, 
p2 
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Full in jour teeth hig etinking whigper throws. 
Nor mends his manners tho* jou hojd jour nose : 
Thersitcs, who seems bom io give offence. 

From uncouth form and frontless impudence. 
Assumes soft airs, and with a slur comes in, 
Attempts a smile, and shocks jou with a grin : 
Raucus harangues with a dissuasive grace. 

And Helluo invites with a forbiddin|| fhee. 

Nature to each allots his proper^phere, 

But that forsaken we like comets err ; 

TobsM thro* the void, bj some rude shock we*re 
broke. 

And all our boasted fire is lost in smoke. 

Next to obtaining wealth, or pow*r, or ease. 
Men most affect in general to please s 
Of this affection vanity’s the source. 

And vanity alone obstructs its course ; 

That telescope of fools, thro’ which they spy 
Merit remote, and think the object nigh : 

The glass removal would each himself survey. 
And in just stales his strength and weakness weigh. 
Pursue the path for which he was design’d. 

And to his proper force adapt bis mind, 

Scarce one but to some merit might pretend. 
Perhaps might please, at least would not Offend. 
Who would reprove us while he makes us laugh. 
Must be no Bavius, but a Bickerstaffe. 

If Garth or Blackmore friendly potipns give, 

W e bid the dying patient drink and lives 
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When Munis comes » we cry. Beware the pill, 
j^ud wibh the tradesman were a tradesman still. 

If Addison, or Howe, or Prior, write. 

We study ’em with profit and delight ; 

But when vile Macer and Mundungus rhyme. 

We grieve we’ve learnt to read, ay, curse the time. 
All rules of Pleasing in this one unite, 

* Affect not any thing in Nature’s spite.* 

Baboons and apes ridiculous we find ; 

For what ? for ill resembling human kind. 

* None are for being what they are in fault, 

* But for not being what they would be thought.’ 

Thus I, dear Friend ! to you my thoughts im» 
part. 

As to one perfect in the Pleasing art | 

If art it may be call'd in you, who seem 
By Nature form’d for love and for esteem. 
Affecting none, all virtues you possess. 

And really are what others but profess, 
ril not offend you while myself 1 please | 

I loath to flatter, tho’ 1 love to praise : 

But when such early worth so bright appears, * 
And antedates the fame which waits on years, 

I cann’t so stupidly affected prove, 

Not to cmifess it in the man 1 love; 

Tho’ now 1 aim not at that known applauso 
You’ve vwln anna and in your country’s causes 
Nor patriot now, nor hero, 1 commend, 

Bnt tlte oompaiiica praise, and boast the ikiend. 
o 3 
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But you m 97 think, and some, lesi partial, 
say. 

That I presume too much in this Essay. 

Bow should 1 show what pleases? how explain 
A rule to which 1 never could attain ? 

To this ohjection Til make no reply. 

But tell a tale, which after we'll apply. 

I’ve read, or heard, a learned pern^p once. 
Concern’d to find his only son a dunce. 

Compos’d a book in favor of the lad, 

Whose memory, it seems, was very bad. 

This work contain'd a world of wholesome rules 
To help the frailty of forn^etful fools. 

The careful parent laid the treatise by, 

Till time should make it proper to apply. 

Simon at length the look’d-for age attains. 

To read and profit by his father’s pains'; 

And now the sire prepares the book t’ impart. 
Which was yclep’4 Of Memory the Art. 

But ah I how oft’ ia human care in vain I 
For now he could not ^d his book again ; 

The place where he had laid it he forgot, 

Nor could himself rementher what he wrote* 

Now, to apply the story that 1 tell, 

Which if not true is yet invented well, 

Such is my case; like most of theirs who teadh, 

I ill may practise what 1 well may Mpob. 

Myself not trying, or not turn'd to 
May lay the line, end measure Out 
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The Mulcibers, ivho in the Minories sweat. 

And massive bars on stiibbom anvils beat. 
Deform’d thcmsolves, jet forge those stajs of steel 
Which arm Aurelia with a shape to kill. 

So Macer and Mundunga» school the times. 

And write in rugged prose the rules of softer 
rhjnics; 

Well do thej plaj the careful critic’s part, 
Instruct in» doubly by their matchless art; 

Rules for good verse they first with pains indite, 
Then show us what are bad by what they write. 


TO LORD VISCOUNT COBHAM. 

OF IMPROVING THE PRESBNT TIMS. 

SiNCFREST critic of my prose or rhyme, 

Tell how th^ pleasing Stowe ci^ploys thy time x 
Say, Cobham ! what amuses thy retreat ? 

Or stratagems of war or schemes of state ^ 

Dost thou recall to mind with joy or grief 
Great Marlbrd’s actions? t^s^t Unmortal chief. 
Whose highest trophy, rais’d in each campaiga, 
More than ao^c’d to signalize a reign. 

Does thy renuBZihTailoe rising warm chj heart 
With glory past* where thou thyself hadst part? 
Or dost tlHMi grieve, iodigiiaiit, now tg §pe % 
The fnutlgiB end of all thy victory? 
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To see th* audacious foe, so late subdued, 

Dispute those terras for which so long they su'd|^ 

As if Britauuia now were sunk so lolf 
To beg that peace she wanted to bestow ? 

far that guilt ! be never known that sharapt 
That England should retract her rightful claim ! 

Or ceasing to be dreaded and ador'jd, 

Stain with her pen the lustre of her sword. 

Or dost thou give the winds afar to^ow 
Each vexing thought and hcartidevouring woe. 
And fix thy mind alone on rural scenes, 

To turn Ihc level rd lawns to liquid plains. 

To raise the creeping rills from humble beds. 

And force the latent springs to lift their heads, 

On wat’iy columns capitals to rear, 

1'bat mix their flowing curls with upper air ? 

Or dost thou, weary grown, late works neglect, 

Ao temples, statues, obelisks, erect. 

But catch the morning-breeze from fragrant meadb, 
Or shun the noontide ray in wholesome shades ? 
Or lowly walk along the mazy wood, 

To meditate on all thnt*8 wise and good f 
For Nature, bountiful, hi thee has joluM 
A person pleasing with a worthy mind ; 

Not giv*n the form alone, but means and art 
To draw the eye, or to allure the heart. 

Poor were the praise in fortune to excel. 

Yet want the way to use that fortune well. 

While thus adorn’d, while thus with virtue crown'd, 
At home in peace, abroad in arms renown'd i 
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Graceful in form, and winning in address. 

While well you think what aptly you express ; 
With health, with honor, with a fair estate, 

A table free, and elegantly neat. 

What can be added more to mortal bliss ? 

What can he want that stands possess’d of this ? 
What can the fondest wishing mother more. 

Of Heuv'n attentirc for her son implore? 

And yet a liappiness remains unknown. 

Or to Philosophy reveal’d alone ; 

A precept which, unpractis’d, renders vain 
Thy flowing hopes, and pleasure turns to pain. 
Should hope and fear thy heart alternate tear. 

Or love, or hate, or rage, or anxious care. 
Whatever passions may thy mind infest, 

(Where is that mind which passions ne’er molest ?) 
Amidst the pangs of such intestine strife 
Still think the present day the last of life : 

Defer not till to-morrow to be wise. 

To-morrow’s sun to thee may never rise; 

Or should to-morrow chance to cheer thy sight 
With her enliv’uing and unlook’d-for light. 

How grateful will appear her dawning rays ! 

Its favors unexpected doubly please. 

Who thus^can think, and who such thoughts pursues. 
Content may keep his life, or calmly lose. 

All proofs of this thou mayst thyself receive. 
When leisure from affairs will give thee leave. 
Come see thy friend retir’d, without regret. 
Forgetting care, or striving to forget. 
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Jo easy contemplation loothing tiinr, 

^^ith morals much, and now and th^ with rhme ; 
Not so robust in bod^r as in mind. 

And always undcjectcd, tho* declin'd ; 

Not wond'rin^ at the world's new wicked ways» 
Compar'd with those of our forefathers' days ; 
For virtue no\. is neither more nor less* 

And vice is only vary'd in the dres^- 
Believc it, men have ever been the same. 

And Ovid’s Golden Age is bi^t a dre^» 
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TO THE KING, 

OW TFE TAKING OF NAMURE. 


Pnesenti tibi imitiiros largimur honorcs * 

Nil unturi m alias, nil ortum tale fatentes 

HOR. AD AUOUSTUM. 


1 . 

Of arms and -aar my Muse aspires to sinp. 

And strike the lyre upon an untry’d string: 

New fire inforins iiiy soul unfelt before, 

And on new wings to heights unknown 1 soar. 

O Pow’r unseen ! by whose resistless force 
CompelPd I take this flight, direct my course, 

I'or Fancy wild and pathless ways will choose. 
Which Judgment rarely, or with pain, pursues. 
^uy, sacred Nymph ! whenoe this great change 
proceeds ? 

Why scorns the lowly swain his oaten reeds. 
Daring aloud to strike the sounding lyre. 

And sing heroic deeds, 

Neglecting flames oj lore for maTtial fire ? 
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William alone mj feeble voice can raise ; 

What voice to weak that cannot sing his praise ! 

The listening world each whisper will befriend 

That breathes his namC) and ev*rj car attend : 

The hov'ring winds on down^ wing^s shall wait 
around. 

And catch and waft, to foreign lanc|(|^ the flying 
sound : 

Sv’a I will in his praise be heard. 

For by his name my verse shall be preferred. 

Borne like a lark upon this eagle's wing, 

High as the spheres I will his triumph sing ; 

High as the head of Fame; Fame, whose exalted 
size 

From the deep vale extends up to the vaulted 
skies* ; 

A thousand talking tongues the monster bears, 

A thousand waking eyes and ever open ears ; 

Hourly she stalk* with huge gigantic pace, 

Measuring tbe globe, like Time, with constant 
race: 

Yet shall she stay mid bend to William's praise : 

Of him her thousand ears shall hear triumphant 
Jays; 

Of him her tongues shall talk, on him her eyes 
shall gaze. 


* Vlff. An. iv. 
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111 . 

but, lo ! a change astoniahing mj ejei ! 

And all around behold new objects riief 
What forma are thbae 1 see ? and whence 1 
Beinga subatantial ? nr does air condense, 

To clothe in Tiaionai^ shape mjTarious thou£^htl 
Are these bj fancy wrought? 

Can strong ideas strike so deep the sense I 
O sacred Poesy ! O boundless Power 1 
What wonders dost thou trace, what hidden worlds 
explore 1 

Thro* seas, earth, air, and the wide circling sky^ 
What is not sought and seen by thy all-piercing 
ejc! 

IT. 

*Twas now, when floVry lawns the proiptnt made. 
And flowing brooks, beneath a forest’s shade 
A lowing heifer, loveliest of the herd. 

Stood feeding by, while two fierce bulls prepar’d 
Their arihed heads for fight, by fete of war to 
prove 

The victor worthy of the foir one’s love | 
Unthought presage of what met next ny view I 
For soon the shady seme withdrew ; 

And now for woods, and fields, and springing 
flow’ss, 

Behold a town arise bidwaik’d with wai^nnd lofty 
Sow*ri! 

Two rival amiies-all the plain o’enpfead, 

|iach in batttfin mg’d, and shUlg acass anra5*d s 

COXGnXVB. B 
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With eager eyes beholding both from far 
Namure ! the prize and mistress of the |?dr. 

V. 

Now thirst of conquest, and immortal fame. 

Does everj chief and soldier's heart iudame. 
Defensive arms the Gallic forces bear, 

‘^hile hardy Britons for the storm prepare ; 

For Fortune had with partial hand befo|p 
Resign'd the rule to Gallia’s pow’r. 

High jon a rpek the mighty fortress stands. 
Founded by Fate, and wrought by Nature's hands. ; 
A wondrous task it is th* ascent to gain, 1 

Tiiro’ craggy cliffs that strike the sight with pain, > 
And nod impending terrors o'er the plain. j 
To this what dangers men can add by force or skill, 
CAnd gfent is human force and wit in ill) 

Are join’d; on cv*ry side wide gaping engines 
wait. 

Teeming with fire, apd big with certain fate. 
Ready to ^url destruction from above. 

In dreadful roar mocking the wrath of Jove. 

Thus fearful does the face of adverse Fow’r ap- 
pear; 

But British forces are unus’d to fear: 

The’ thus oppos’d they might, if William were not 
there. 

VI. 

But hark the xpice of War! behold the storm 
beginl 

The mutjpcti* olMf speaks in lotpl alansf , 
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Mingling thrill notes with dreadful din 
Of cannons’ hurst and rattling clash of arms. 
Clamours from earth to heaven, fromheav’n 

earth, rebound, f 

Distinction in promiscuous noise is drown’d, ^ 
And Echo lost in one continued sound. j 

Torrents of dre from brazen months are sent. 
Follow’d bj peals, as if each pole were rents 
Such flames the gulfs of Tartarus disgorge $ 

So vaulted AUtna roars from Vulcan’s forget 
Such were the peals from thence, such tile vast 
blaze that broke, 

Redd’ning with horrid gloom the dnskj smoke. 
When the huge Cjclopt did with moulding tinm* 
der sweat. 

And massive bolts on repercussiTe anvils beat. 

VII. 

A midst this rage behold where William stands. 
Undaunted, undisnuij’dl 
With face serene dispensing dread commands. 
Which heard with awe, are with delight obej’A. 
A thousand fiei7 deaths around him Uy, 

And burning balls hiss harmless by ; 

For cv’rj fire his sacred head must spare. 

Nor dares the lightning touch the laurels there. 

Till. ♦ 

Now manj a wounded Briton feels the rage 
Of missive fires that fester in eadi limb. 

Which dire revenge alone has poVr T asinafri 
Revenge makes danger dreadless seem. 

*2 
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4^ now^th desp*rate force and fineih attack, 
^ro* obvioui deathi reiistleBs way they make; 
Railing high pileaof earth^and heap dn heap they 
lay, 

And 1h^ aioeiid : reiembling thni (as far 
As race of men inferior may) 

The eame gigantic war. 

Whan thoee tall aoni of Earth did heav’n aipire, 
(A brave bat impious Are !) A . 

IJpTooting hills with most stapendoui hale. 

To Uffm the high and dreadful scale ; 

The gods with horror and amaze looked down, 
Beholding rocks from their Arm basis rent; 
HonntolB on mountain thrown 
With threat’ning hurl that shook th* ethereal fir- 
mament 1 

Th* attempt did fear in heaven create ; 

Bv’n Jove desponding sat. 

Till Mars, with all his force collected, stood. 

And pour’d whole war on the rebellious brood. 
Who tumbling faeadlnnff from th’ empyreal skies. 
Overwhelm’d those hills by which they thought to 
rise. 

Mars on the gods did then bis aid bestow, 

And now in godlike William storms with equal 
force belopr. 

tx. 

Still they proceed with firm unshaken pace. 

And hardy braaits oppos’d to Danger’s face. 



With during fbct oo sprinifkig: Hiinea tiiej tiead 
Of secret sulpbvr in dire ambush laid. 

Still thej proceed, tho* all beneath the lab^rine 
earth 

Trembles to give the dread eniptioiis birth : 

Thro' this, thro' more, thro* all, thej go, 
Counting at last amidst the vanquish’d foe. 

See how they climb, and scale the stcepy walls I 
See how the Britons rise ! sse th^ retiring Ganlil 
^ow from the fort behold the yielding flag is 
spread. 

And William’s banner on the breach display'd. 

X. 

Hark, the triumphant shoots from er*ry woice ! 
The skies with acclamations ring! 

Hark, how around the biUs rejoice, 

And rocks rejected lbs sing ! 

Hautboys, and fifes, and trumpets, join’d, 

Heroic ^harmony prepare. 

And charm to silence every wind. 

And glad ^he late tormented air^ 

far is the sound of martial music spread. 

Echoing thro' all the Gallic host, 

Whose nnm’roos troops the dreadihl storm sur- 
vey’d ; 

But they, dith wonder or with asre dismay’d, 
tJninov’d beheld the fortress losti; 

W'illiam their numerous troops with terror fill’d, 
Such wandrona charms can godlike valor show! 



Not the ^ring’d Peneu, with petrific shield 
OfCoi^on*! head, to more amazement charm’d 
bis foe; 

Nor when on soaring horse he flew to aid 
And save from monster’s rage thp- beauteous 
maid ; 

Or more heroic was the deed. 

Or she to surer fhains decreed. 

Then WM Namure, till now b^r Willidls freed. 

Descend, mj Muse t from thj too-daring height. 
Descend to earth, and ease thj wide-stretch'd 
wing; 

For weai7 art thou grown of this unwonted flight, 
And dost with pain of teiumphs sing. 

More fit for thM resume th;f rural reeds ; 

For war let more harmonious harps be strung: 
Mng thou of love, and leave great William’s deeds 
To him who sung the Bpjaei or him tp whom he 
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X. 

Let all be bush’d, each leftest motion cease. 
Be ev’ry loud tumultuous thought at peace, 

And ev'rj ruder gasp of breath 
Be calm, as in the arms of Death : 

And thou, most fickle, most uneasj part, 

Thou restle-is ifvanderer, mj Heart, 

Be still ; gently, ah ! gently leave, 

Thou busy, idle thing, to heave : 

Stir not a pulse $ and let my blood. 

That turbulent unruly flood. 

Be softly staid : 

Let me be all, but my attention, dead. 

Go, rest, unneoessu'j springs of life. 

Leave your oflicionB toil and strife t 
For 1 would hear her vcm, and tiy 
If it be possible to die. 

II. 

Come, all ye lovesick maids and woonded swains, 
And listen to her healiiy strains. 

A wondrous balm between her lips she weacs, 
Of sov’reiga Ibroe to soften oaies. 

And this thro’ ev’iy ear she cm impart, 

(By timelul bipath diflhs’d) to av’17 heart. 
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Swiftljr the g^entle charmer flies, 

And to the tender grief soft Air applies^ 

Which srarbling mystic sounds 
Ci'nients the lilcediiig pantcr's wounds. 

But, ah ! beware of clam'tout moan ; 

Let no unpIcasing murmur or harsh groan 
Yopr slighted loves declare } 

Your very tend Vest moving sighs fOrb|^r, 

For even they will be 'too boistVous here. 

Hither let nought but sacred *^110000 come, 

And let all-saury Praise be dumb. 

in. 

Apd, lo ! Silence hjmself is here; 

Methinks 1 sec the midnight god appear; 

111 all his ddinny pomp array’d, 

Behold the rev 'rend shade; 

Ap ancient sigh he sits upon. 

Whose memory of sound is long since gone. 

And purposely annihilated for his throne ; 
Beneath two soft transpcireut clouds do meet, 

In which he seems to sinV his softer feet; 

A melancholy thought, condens’d to air, 

Stol'n from a lover in despRir, 

Like a thin mangle serves to wrap 
In fluid folds his visionary shape ; 

A wreath of darkness iroiiiid his head he wears, 
Where curling mists supply the wai^t of hairs ; 
While the still mpors, which from popping 
rise, 

Bedew his hoary flue ahd InU hii eyes. 
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l¥. 

But, bark I the heav'Dlj sphere toms round, 

And silence now is drown’d 
In ecstasy of sound. 

How on a sudden the still air is charm’d. 

As if all harmony were just alarm’d ! 

And ev’ry soul, with transport ftll’d. 

Alternately is thaw’d and cliill’d. 

See how the hcav’nly choir 
Come flocking^ to admire. 

And with what speed and care 
Descending angels cut the thinnest air ! 

Haste then, come all th* immortal throng. 

And listen to her song ; 

Leave your lov'd mansions in the sky, 

And hither, quickly hither, fly : 

Your loss of heav’n nor shall you need to fear; 
While she sings ’tis heav'n here. 

V. 

Sec how they crowd ! sec bow the little cherubs 
skip ! 

While others sit around her mouth, and sip 
Sweet hallelujahs from her lip ; 

Those lips where in surprise of bliss they rove ; 
For ne’er before did angels taste 
So exquisite a feast 
Of music and of love. 

Prepare, then, ye Immortal Choir ! 

£ach sacred minstrel tnne his lyre, 
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And wiLh her voice in chorus join, 

Her voice which, next to jours, is most divine; 
Bless the glad earth with hcav'nij lays, 

And to that pitch th' etemal'acccnts raise, 

Which only breath inspirM can reach, 

To notes which only she can learn and you can 
teach ; 

While we, charmM with the lov’d excessi 
Are wrapt in sweet forgetfulness ‘ 

Of all, of all, but of the present happiness, 
Wi<>hiiig for ever in that state to lie. 

For ever to be dying so, yet never dit. 
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A PINDARIC ODE. 

Humbly offered to the 
QUEEN, 

ON THE VICTORIOUS PROGRECB OV 

BER MAJESrrS Aims 

Under the conduct of the 
nUKE OF MARLBOROUGH. 


Operosa parvus 

Carmtna fingo. 


HOR. 1 lb. iv. Odea. 


A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE. 

I HE followiog^ Ode is HD attempt towards restor- 
ing the regularity of the aucieut lyric poeti,>, 
which seems t6 be altogether forgolicu or un- 
known by our Euglisb writers. 

There is nothing more frequent among us than 
a sort of poems entitled Findavk Odts, pretend- 
ing to be written in imitation of tne manner and 
style of Pindar: and yet 1 do not know that there 
is to this day extant, in our languagCf one ode 
contrived after his model. What idea can an 
English reader have of Pindar, (to whose mouth, 
when a child, the bees * brought their hondy, ia 


* Psusaa. Boeotic. 
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omen of ibe fatwe iiveetneu and melody of h!0 
■onge) ubea be aban tee sech rambling and grat>^ 
ing impcn of venes pretending to be copies of his 
works > 

The character of these late Pindarics is a 
bundle of rambling inoofaerent thoughts, expressed 
in a like parcel of irregular stanzas, which also 
consist of such anotber complication of dispropor- 
tioned, uncertaia, and perplexed rers^and rhymes i 
and 1 appeal to any reader if this is not the condi- 
tion in which these titular odes appear. 

On the contrary, there is nothing more regular 
than the odes of Pindar, both as to the exact obser- 
vation of the measures and numbers of his stanzas 
and verses, and the perpetual coherence of his 
thoughts : fbr though his digressions are frequent, 
and his transitions sudden, yet is there ever some 
secret connexion which,^ though not always appear- 
ing to the eye, never fails to coii|manicBte itself 
to the understanding of the reader. 

The liberty which he took in his numbers, and 
which has been so misunderstood * and misapplied 


* for certainly they have utterly misunderstood Horace, 
L. iv. ode a. who have applied numerisq; firtitr iege M/icnr, to 
nil the odes of Pindar, which there expressly relates only to hU 
Dlthyrambics, and which are all entirely lost. Nothlnc la plainer 
than the sense of Horace In that ^ace. He says, Plnoar de- 
serves the leuiel, kt hhn write of whet or In what manner 
■(.ever, eiAr. first, whether he writes Dlthyrambics, wdiich 
break through the bounds prescribed to other odes t or, second, 
ly, whetherhc writesot gods and heroes, their warlike achieve, 
menu, Ve. ; or, thirdly, whether he sings of the victors In the 
Grecian games; or, lastly, whether he slogs la honor oi the 
dead, and writes ekgkfe, We. * 
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bj his pretended imitators, was onlj in varylog the 
itaneas io ditleiuiit odes, but in each particular ode 
tht^ Hi'e e\cT conesj^iondent one to another intheif 
turns, :.nil acuoiding; to the order of the ode. 

AM the Odes of Pindar which remain to us are 
song's of triumph, victory, or success, in the Gre- 
cian g:umGB : they were sung by a chorus, and 
adapted to the Ij're,' and sometimes to the lyre 
and pipe * ; fiicy consisted oftenest of three stan- 
7 Ua ; the first was c.illcd the Strophe, from the 
vcision or circulcit motion of the singers in that 
ktdiiisa from the light hand to the left ; the second 
stanza was called the AntUtroph^, from the con- 
tra version of the chorus, the singers in performing 
tiiat, turning from the left hand to the right t, 
coutrar;y always to their motion in the strophe { 
the third stanzas was called the Kpode, (it may 
he as being the after-song) which they sung in 
the middle, neither turning to one band nor the 
other. 

What the origin was of these different motions 
and stations in singing their odes is notour present 

* Find. Olymp. la snd Horace, L. iv. ode i, mistU'carmini- 
bus non Sine Jistuin and L. 111. ode ip. cur pendet tacita fis- 
tula cum lyra f 

* Or Iram the left to the right; for the acholiastt differ In 
that, as may be seen in Pind^ SeboU hitroduc. ad Ofymp. And 

ab Alexandro^ L. iv. c. 17 . spcakaiig of the cersoMMiy of 
the chorus, says, CursumAuspicati a lava dextrorsum mox 

K ^xtra lavonum. But the Jeamed Bchmidius takes pot with 
first ovtinion, if more consistent with the notloni of the 
Anciefits coocernlng tne motions of the bcaveniy spheres, and 
agreeable to Homer there cited by him. lee Aral. Setmid, 
PnUgom. In Olymp, at da camin, lyric, 

9 
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buineis to inquire. Some have thought that bji 
the contrariety of the strophe and antistrophe they 
intended to represent the contrarotation of the pri- 
mum mobile f in respect of the secunda moltiUa ; 
and that by their standmg still at the epode, they 
meant to signify the stability of the earth. Others 
ascribe the institution to Theseus, who thereby ex- 
pressed the windings and turnings of the labyrinth 
in celebrating his return from thcn($-^. 

The method observed in the composition of 
these odes was therefore as follows : the poet ha\- 
ing made choice of a certain number of verses to 
constitute his strophe or first stanza, was obliged 
to observe the same in his antistrophd or second 
stanza, and which accordingly perpetually agreed, 
whenever repeated, both in number of verses and 
quantity of feet : he was then again at liberty to 
make a new choice for bis third stanza or epode ; 
where, accordingly, lie diversified his numbers us 
liis ear or fancy led him, composing that stanza of 
more or fewer verses than the former, and those 
vcrsei of diflerent measures and quantities, for the 
greater variety of iiarmoiiy, and entertainment of 
the ear. 

But then this epode being thus forme«i, he was 
■triotly obliged to the same measure f as often as 
he should repeat it in the order of his ode ; so that 
every epode in the same ode is eternally the sama 

* Find. SchoL ct Schmli. ihid. 

f 1 1 J ui. S..4I. pvccu ad iiiu lib. iii. csp. 97. 
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ui Jlirnsurc and quantitv in respect to itself, as is 
ulso every .strophe and aiitistropiie in respect to 
each other. 

'J'hc lyric poet Sic'.j.'-horus (vhom Long^imis* 
rcckoiib nmonj'st the a)>lcst imitators of Homers 
and of ^hom Quintiiirjn says “f , that if he could 
have kept within boiiiids he would have been 
nearest of any bod;>, in merit, to IJomer) was, if 
not the invenior of this order in the ode, yet so 
strict an observer of it in his compositions, that 
the three stanzas of Stcsichorus became a common 
pioverb to express a things universiilJy known, Ne 
iria quidem Siesichori nosli -J; ? so that when any 
one had a mind to reproach another with excessive 
ignorance, he could not do it more effectually than 
by teliingp him ^ he did not so much as know the 
* three stanzas of Stcsichorus,’ that is, did not 
know that an ode ou^ht to consist of a stroph^^ 
an antistrophe, and an cpodc. If this was such a 
mark of ignorance among them, 1 am sure we 
have been pretty long liable to the same reproof, 

1 mean in respect of our imilatioDs of the Odes ttf 
Pindar. 

My intention is not to make a long pre&oe to 
a short ode, nor to enter upon a disscrtatio» tif 
l>ric poetry in general ; but thus much I thoagbt 
proper to say for the information of those ^wndera 


* JLongln. de Sub. c. 1 3. -f QuinN lost. lib. X. c. L 

^ *Oti ra. Tfla de vebementer 

ik^cto et imyerito dicl felitum. Rrem* Adag. 

. E 2 
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whose course of studj has not led them into sic 
inquiries. 

1 hope I shall not be so misuaiTerstood as to 
have it thought that I pretend to ive an exact 
oop7 of Pindar in this ensuinj? Ode, or that 1 look 
upon it as a pattern for his imitators for the fu- 
ture : far from such thoughts, 1 have only given 
on instance of what is practicable, and am sensible 
that 1 am as distant from the forc^nd elevation 
of Pindar, as others have hitherto been from the 
harmony and re^larity of his numbers. 

Apain, we having no chorus to sing in our 
odes, the titles, as well as use of strophe, anti* 
strophe, and epode, are obsolete and impertinent ; 
and certainly there may be very good English odes 
without the distinction of Greek appellations to 
their stanzas : that 1 have mentioned them here, 
jod observed the order of them in the ensuing Ode, 
is therefore only the more intelligibly to explain 
the extraordinary regularity of the composition of 
those odes, which have been represented to us hi- 
therto as Uie most confused structures in nature. 

However, though there be no necessity that our 
triumphal odes should consist of the three afore- 
ihiBrioiied stanzas, yet if the reader can observe 
that the great variation of the numbers in the 
third etanza (call it epode or what you please) has 
a pleasing effect in tlie ode, and makes him return 
to the first and second stanzas with more appetite 
than he could do if always cloyed with the same 
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iIiiantitiLs and mra<:iiros. I cannot Rce ^hy fome 
11-" may not be made of Pindar’s example^ tdf’ the 
erreat impiovcinent of the English ode. Tliih; J* ^ 
certainly u pieusure in beholding any thing that 
has art and dilTirulty in the contrivance, rspocijally 
it it appears so caretulh executed, that the difli- 
fulty does not show itseli till it is sought for, and 
that the seeming easiness of the woik first sets tts 
upon the inquiry. Nothing can be called beauti- 
ful without proportion. \\ hen symmetry and har- 
mony arc wanting, neither the eye nor the ear can 
be pleased: therefore certainly poetry, whicli in- 
cludes painting and music, siiould not be destitute 
of them, and of all poctiy, especially the ode, 
uhose end and e«sensc is harmoin. 

Mr. Cowley, in his prt lau* to bis Pindaric Odes, 
speaking of the music of nunibcis, says, ‘ which 
‘ sometimes (especially in songs and odes') almost 
* without any thing else makes an excellent poet.* 

Having mentioned Mr. Cowley, it may ▼ery 
well be expected that something sfiould be said of 
him at a time when the imitation of Pindar is the 
theme of our discour-e : but there is that great 
fence due to the memory, great parts, and learn- 
ing, of that gentleman, that I think nothii^dKwld 
be objected to the latitude he has taken fa bit ^ftn- 
dario Odes. The beauty of his verses are na ntdlie* 
ment for the irregularity of his stanzas ; and" 
tlioiigh he did not imitate Pindar in the strietness of 
his numbers, he has teryoftqn happily copied him 
* 3 
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I force of hil fi^rci, and Bul>liinitj of Ut 
\ lentimentg. 

t must beg leave to add, that 1 believe 
legul rOdes of Mr. Cowley may have bees 
fttt principal, though innocent, occasion of so many 
deformed poems since, which, instead of being true 
pictnres of Pindar, have (to use the Italian paint- 
er's term) been only caricaturas of h<4l-f resem- 
blances that for the most part have been eithci 
horrid or ridiculous. 

For my own part, I frankly own my error in 
having hereteforc miscalled a few irregular stanzis 
a Pindaric Ode ; and possibly if others v bo have 
been under the same mistake would iogeouously 
confess the truth, they might own that, newt 
having consulted Pindar himself, they took all his 
imgularity upon trust ; and finding their account 
in the great ease with which they could produce 
odes without being obliged either to measure or 
design, remain satisfied, and it may be were not al- 
together ungjlling to neglect being undeceived. 

Tu|gh there be little (if any tUng) left of Or- 
phenmit his name, yet if Pausanias * was well 
indsnned, we may be assured that , brevity was 
a beanty which he most industriously labored 
to'pre*enFe in his Hymns; notwithstanding, as the 
same putlior reports, that they wbfc but few in 
■umber. 

The shortuestof the following Ode will, 1 hope; 

•.Jbecic-psieith 
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«i^p ' >0 length of the Preface, and In aoma 

measure for the defects which may be fonpA in it. 
It consists of the same number of stanzas wMi 
that beautiful ode of Pindar which is the fint of 
his Fythics ; and though I was unable to imitate 
him in any other beauty, I resolted (o ^dearonr 
to copy his brevity, and take the advantage of e 
remark he has made in the last strophd pf the 
same ode, which takes in the paraphrase pf Sndf* 
tins. 


S ul multi piucii itrlBKCK cemmodb 
Svete, moriuB hi factie invMM 
Speraunt, et surti purs 

Omiie supervicuuffl reJeetiL 
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I. 

^AiTGirm of Memory, immortal Muse 
Xdliope ! what poet wilt thou choos^ 

Of Anna’s name to sing 7 
To whom wilt thou thy fire impart. 

Thy hre, thy voice, and tuneful an 7 
Whom raise snblime on thy ethereal wing, 

And consecrate with dews of thy Cahtalian spring ? 

II. 

Without thy aid the most aspiring mind 
Must flag beneath, to narrow' flights confin’d, 
to rise in vain. 

Nor e’er can hope with equal lays 
To celebrate bright Virtue's praise. 

Thy aid obcaio'd, ev’n I, the humblest swain, 
May climb Pierian heights, and quit the lowly plain. 

H^htltfae starry orb is hung, 

And next Alcides’ guardian arm, 

That harp to which thy Orpheus sung. 

Who woods, and rocks, and winds, could charnj, 
That harp which on Cyllene’s shady hill, 

When first the vooal shell was found, 

' With more than mortal skill 
Inventor Hermos taught to sounds 
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Hermes on bright Latona*f son, 

By sweet persuasion iron. 

The wondrous work bestow'd; 

Latona's son, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the gift divine : 

A god the gift, a god th* invention show'd. 

I. 

To that higb-soanding Ijre I tune my strains ; 

A lower note his lofty song disdains 
Who sings of Anna’s name. 

The lyre is struck, the sounds I hear, 

O muse ! propitious to my pray’r; 

O well-known sounds ! O melody, the same 
That kindled Mantuan fire and rais’dMssonhUillHet 

II. 

Nor are these sounds to Britfsh bards unknown. 

Or sparingly reveard to one alone ; 

Witness sweet Spenser’s lays. 

And witness that immortal song. 

As Spenser sweet, as Milton strong. 

Which bumble Boyne o’erTiber’s ^ood could raise. 
And Mighty William sing with well-propoition’d 
praise. 

HI. 

Rise, fair Augusta 1 lift thy head, 

With golden tow’rs thy front adorn; 

Come forth, as comes from Tytbon’s bed 
With cheerful ray the ruddy Mom. 

Thy lovely form and fresh-reviving state 
tp ciystal flood of Thames survey. 
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IThcn bless thy better fate. 

Bless Anna's most auspicious sway. , 

While distant realms and nei.e^hb'riiif Jtnids 
Arm'd troops and hostile bunds 
On ev'ry side molest. 

Thy happier dune is free, 

Fair Capital of Liberty ! 

And pleQfy knows, ahd days of halcyon rc(|d. 

I.' A . 

As Britain's isle, when old vex'd Ocean roars, 
Unshaken sees against her silver shores 
His foaming billows beat; 

So Britain's Queen, amidst the jars 
A|i4 tumults of a world in wars, 
l^iz’d on the base of her well-founded state, 
Serene and safe looks down, nor feels the shocks of 
Fate. 

' II. 

B«t greatest souls, tho* blest with sweet repose. 
Are soonest touch'd with sense of others' woes: 
Thus Anna’s mlgh^ mind. 

To mercy and soft pity prone. 

And mov’d with sorrows not her own, 

Has all her peace and downy rest resign'd. 

To wake for common good, and snccour humankind, 

ui. 

Fly, Tyraimy 1 no more be knpwn 
Within Europa'h blissful bound » 

Far as th' unhabitable zone 
Fly ev'ry hospitable ground: 
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To horrid Zembla’s frozen realms repair, 

Theie with the baleful bekUm, ^ight, 

Unpeopled empire share. 

And rob those lauds of regal right : 

Tor now is come the promis'd hour 
When Justice shall have pow'r; 

Justice to earth restor'd. 

Again Astrea reigns 1 

Anna her equal scale maintains, 

And Marlbrd wields her sure-deciding sword. 

I. 

Now couldst thou soar, my Muse ! to sing the man 
In heights sublime, as when the Mantuan swan 
Her tow'ring pinions spread, 

Thoushouldst of Marlbrd sing, whose hand. 
Unerring from his Queen's command. 

Far as the seven-mouth'd Istcr's secret head, 

To save th’ Imperial state, her hardy Britons led. 

II. 

Nor there thy song should end ; tho' all the N ine 
Might well their harps and heov'nly voices join 
To sing that glorious day 
When bold Bavaria fled the field. 

And veteran Gauls, unus'd to yield. 

On Blenheim's plain imploring mercy Jay, 

And spoils and trophies won perplex’d the victors* 
waj. 

III. 

Bui could thy voice of Blenheim ting. 

And with success that song pursue 
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What art could aid thj wary wing^ 

To keep the victor still hi view ? 

For as the sun ne'er etops his radiant fli^t. 

Nor sets but with impartial raj, 

To all who want his li^ht 
Alternately transfers the day ; 

So in the glorious round of fame 
Great Marlbrd ! still the same, 

Incessant runs his course : 

To climes remote and near 

His conquering arms by turns appear^ 

And universal is his aid and force. 

' I. 

Attempt not to proceed, unwary Muse ! 

For, O! what notes, what numbers, couldst thou 
choose, 

Tho’ in all numbers skiird : 

To sing the hero's matchless deed 
Which Belgia sav'd and Brabant freed 1 
To sing Ramillia's day 1 to which must yield 
Cannas's illnstrions ight, and fam'd Pharialia's field. 

II. 

In short the course of a diurnal sun 
Behold the work of many ages done ! 

What verse sndi worth can raise 2 
Lustre and life the poet's, art 
To middle virtue may impart; 

But deeds sublime, exalted high, like these. 
Transcend his utmost flight, and mock his distant 
praise. 
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in. 

Still would the willing Muse aipire. 

With tnniport ttUl her itiaipe prolong. 

But fear unitriiigs the tremhlipg l^ne, 

And adminitioii itops her fong. 

Go on, great chief! in Anna’i caiue proceed, 
Nor sheath the terrors of thy sword 
Till Europe thou hast freed, 

And uniTersal peace restorM. 

This mighty work when thou shalt end, 

Equal rewards attend. 

Of value far above 

Thy trophies and thy spoils: 

Rewards even worthy of thy toils. 

Thy Queen's just favor, nid tby country’s love. 
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TO TK« ftICBT BOV. 

THE EARL OF GODOLPHIX. 
Zord High-Treasurer of 

GREAT BRITAIN. 


— — Qiiemvis media erue turba : 

Aut Ob av4ritiam« aut miBcra ambitiooe laborat. 

Hunc caplt argentl splendor 

Hie muut merces surgenie a sole, ad eum quo 
Vespertlna tepet regio . quin per mala prkceps 
Fertur 

Omoes hi metuunt versus, odere poetas. 

HOR. Lib. 1. Sat. 4- 


ODE. 


I. 

To hazardous attempts and bardj toils 
Ambition some excites. 

And some desire of martial spoils 
To blood j fields inyites; 

Others insatiAte thirst of g^ain 
Provokes to tempt the dangVoiis main, 

To pais the burning line, and bear 
Th' inclemencjr of winds, and seas and air, 
Pressing the doubtful voyage till India’s shore 
Her spicy bosom bares, and spreads her shining ore* 

II. 

Nor widows’ tears, nor tender orphans’ cries. 

Can stop th' invader’s force ; 
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Nor BRclling seas, nor threat’ning skies, 

Prevent the pirate's course : 

Their lives to seiiish ends decreed, 

I'hro’ blood and rapine thej^ proceed ; 

No anxious thoughts ofiU>reputc 
Suspend th' impetuous and unjust pursuit; 

Put pow r and sveaJth obtain’d, guilty and great. 
Their I'ellovocreaturcs' fears the> raise, or ni^e 
their hate. 

iir. 

But not for thcfsc his iv’rj lyre 
Will tuneful Pheebus string. 

Nor Polyhymnia, crown’d ajpuid the choir, 

Th’ iiiiiiiorhil epode sing. 

Thy splines, Custalia ! turn their streams atide 
Prom rapine, awiuce, and pride; 

Nor do thy greens, shady Adnia! grow 
To hind with wreaths a tyrant's brow* 

How just, most mighty Jove ! yet bow severe 
Is thy supreme decree, 

That impious men shall joyless hear 
The Muses’ liannony! 

Their sacred song? (^the recompense 
Of virtue and oi innocence) 

Which pious minds to rapture raise, 

And worthy deeds at once excite and praise. 

To guilty hearts afford no kind relief, 

But add inflaming rage and more afflicting grief, 
c 2 
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u. 

MoDitrow Tjphesva thus mw terron 
He who aiMil'd the ikiei. 

And now benesth the biming hill 
Of dreadfhl JEtna lies ; 

Hearing the lyre's celestial sound, 

He bellows in th* abyss profound ; 

Sidlia trembles at his roar. 

Tremble the seas and far Campania's snore. 
While all his hundred mouths at once expire 
Volumes of curling smoke and floods of liquid fire. 

III. 

From beav'n alone all good proceeds; 

To heav'nly nunds belong 

All pow’r and love, Godolphin 1 of good deeds. 

And sense of sacred song t 

And thus most pleasing are the Muse's lays 

To them who merit most her praise ; 

Wherefore for thee her iv'ry lyre she strings. 
And soars with rapture while she sings. 

1 . 

Whether aflUis of most important weight 
Require thy aiding hand. 

And Anna's cause and Surope’s fato 
Thy serious thoughts demand ; 

Whether thy days and nights are spent 
In earei, on public goo<^ intent; 

Or whether leisure hours invite 
To manly sports or to refin'd doUghts 
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In courts residing, or to plains retir’d, 

Where gen’roos steeds contest 'withemelation fir’d; 
n. 

Thee still she seeks, and tuneful siugs thj name. 
As once she Theron sung. 

While with the deathless worthy’s fame 
Olympian Pisa rung : 

Nor less sublime is now her choice. 

Nor less inspir’d by tbee her voice. 

Ann now she loves aloft to sound 
The man for more than mortal deeds renown’d; 
Varyiiij' anon her theme, she takes delight 
The swifr-heel'd horse to praise, and sing his rapid 
flight. 

HI. 

And sec I the air-bom recers start. 

Impatient of the rein ; 

Faster they run than flies the Scythian dart, 

Nor passing print the plain ! 

The winds themselves, who with their swiftness vie, 
In vain their airy pinions ply i 
So far in matchless speed ^y ooursars pats 
Th’ ethereal authors of their race. 

I. 

And now awhile thewell-strain’d coursers brea^; 
And now, my Muse ! prepare 
Of olive leaves a tsHsted wreath 
To bind the vieter’u hair, 

Fallas, in care of human kind. 

The fhiitftl oUre first design’d i 

¥ S 
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lleep in i^lehe her ipear the laiic*d« 

When all at once the laden boughs advanc'd : 

Tbf f odi with wonder view'd the teeming earth. 
And all with one consent approv'd the beauteoui 
birth. 

II. 

This done, earth-shaking Neptune next dssaj'd, 
ha bountjr to tbe world. 

To emulate the Blue-ey'd maid, 

^(Uid his huge trident hurl'd 
Against the sounding beach; the stroke 
Transfix'd the globe, and open broke 
Tbe central earth, whence, swift as light. 

Forth rush’d the first-hQm horse. Stupeif^ous 
sight 1 

Neptune for human good the heast ordains. 

Whom soon he tam'd to, use, and taught to heai; 
fihe reins. 

ai. 

Thns gods contended, (noble strife ! 

Worthjr the l|teav*tMy mind) 

Who most should do to soften anxious life. 

And most endear mankind* 

Thus then, Godolphin ! dost with MarlbrO t, 

From whose joint toils we rest derive : 

Triomph in wars abroad his arm assures. 

Sweat peace at borne thj care secures.. 
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THE 

MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS. 
A PASTOUAL, 

LAMENTING THf DEATH 0 ¥ QUEEN MARY, 
lufandum rcf ins jutws renovai t «1( lorem. VIRG, 


ALXIS, MENALCAS. 

MENALCAB. 

Dciiold, Alexis! see this gloomy shade. 

Which seems alone for Sorrow’s shelter rnaile, 
Where no ^lad beam^ of lii^ht can ever pla^, 

But nig;ht succeeding night excludes uie da> ; 
Where never birds with havmoyij repair. 

And lightsome notes, to cheer the tiusky air, 

To welcome daj or hid the sun fiurewell, 
morning lark or evening Philomel. 

No violet bore, nor daisj^, e er was seen, 

Pi(o sweetljr-bndding flow’r, uorspringing green { 10 
For fragrant mjrrtie and the blushing ^se, 

Here baleful yew with deadly cypress grows. 
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Here, then, extended on this wither'd moss, 
We'll lie, and thou shall sing of Albion's loss; 
Of Albion’s loss, and of Pastora’s deatff, 1 5 
Begin thj mournful song, and raise thy tuneful 
breath. 

Alex. Ah ! woe too great! ah I theme which iar 
exceeds 

The lowly lays of humble shepherds’ reed ! ^ 

O could 1 sing in verse of equal straiA^ 

With the Sicilian bard or Mantuan swain, 20 
Or melting words and moving numbers choose, 
Sweet A the British Colin’s Mourning Muse ; 
Could I, like him, in tuneful grief excel, 

And mourn like Stella for her Astrophel ; 

Then might 1 raise my voice, (secure of skill) 25 
And with melodious woe the valleys till ; 

The list’ning Echo on my tong should wait, 

And hollow rocks Pastora’s name repeat ; 

Euch whistling wind and murm’ring streams should 
tell 

How lov'd she liv'd, and how lamented fell. SO 
MEN. Wert thou with ev'rj bay and laurel 
Clown’d, 

And high as Pan himself in song renown'd, 

Yet would not all thy art avail to show 
Verse worthy of her name or of our woe : 

But such true passion in thy face appears, 3S 
In thy pale lips, thick sighs, and gushing tears, 
Sueh tender sorrow in thy heart I read. 

As shall supply all skill, if not exceed. 
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Then leave this common form 'of dumb diitre<|||^' 
Each vulgar grief can sighs and tears express; 

In sweet complaining notes thy passion vent, 41 
And ifot in sighSi but words explaining sighs, In- 
ment 

ALEX. Wild be my words, Menalcas, wild my 
thought, 

AltleM as Nature’s notes in birds untaught : 
Boundless my verse, and roving be my strains, 15 
Various as flow'rs on unfrequeuted plains. 

And thou, Thalia 1 darling of my breast^ 

By whom inspir’d I song at Comus’ feast, 

While in a ring the jolly mral throng 49 

Have sat and smil’d to hear my cheerful song ; 

Be gone, with all thy mirth and sprightly lays, 
My pipe no longer now thy power obeys; 

Learn to lament, my Muse ! to weep and mourn. 
Thy springing laurels all to cypress turn ; 

Wound with thy dismal cries the tender air, 55 
And beat thy snowy breast and rend thy yellow hair; 
Far hence in utmost wilds, thy dwetJiug choose. 
Be gone, Thalia 1 Sorrow is my Muse. 

* I mourn Pastora dead, let Albion mourn, 

* And sable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn.’ 60 

No more these woods shall with her sight be 
bless’d, 

Nor with her fleet these flow’ry plains be press’d s 
No more the winds shall with her tresses play. 
And flrom her balmy breath steal sweets away ; 
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No more these rivers cheerfallj shall pass, 65 
!MoBs*d to reflect the beauties of her face, 

While oo their banks the wond'ring flecks have 
stood, 

Greedy of sight, and negligent of food. 

No more the Nymphs shall with soft tales de- 
light 

Her ears, no more with dances please her sight ; 
Nor ever more shall swain make song of 7 1 

To bless the joyous day that gave her birth'; 

Lost is that day, which }iad from her its light, 

For ew|r lost with her in endless night ; 

In endless night, and arms of Death, she lies ; 75 
Death in eternal shades has shut Pastora’s eyes. 
Lament, ye Nymphs! and mourn, ye wretched 
Swains I 

Stray, all ye Flocks ! and desert be, ye Plains ! 
Sigh, all ye Winds ! and weep, ye Crystal hloods^ 
Fade, all ye Flowers ! mid wither all ye Woods ! 80 

* 1 mourn Pastora dead, let Albion mourn, 

* And sable clouds her chalky clifis adorn.’ 

Within a dismal grot, which damps surround. 
All cold she lies upon th’ unwholesome ground : 
The marble weeps, and with a silent pace 85 
Its trickling tears distil upon her fare. 

Falsely ye weep, ye Rocks ! and falsely moum» 
For never will you let the nymph return : 

With a feign’d grief the faithless tomb relents, 
And like the crocodile its prey laments. " 90 
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O she was beav’nlj fair in face and mind i 
Never in Nature were such beauties join'd : 
Without all shining, and within all white ; 

Pure to the sense, and pleasing to the sight. 

Like some rare flow'r, whose leaves all colors 
yield, U5 

And op’ning is with sweetest odours fUl'd ! 

As lofty pines o’ertop the lowly reed, 

So did her graceful height all nymphs exceed ; 

To which excelling height she bore a mind 
Humble as osiers bending to the wind. 100 

Thus excellent she was — 

Ah I wretched &te I she was, but is no more : 
Help me, ye Hills and Valleys I to deplore. 

* 1 mourn Pastora dead, let Albion mourn, 

* And sable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn.* 1 05 

From that blcss’d earth on which her body lies, 
May blooming flow’rs with fragrant sweets arise : 
Let Myrrha, weeping aromatic gum. 

And everliving laurel, Bbadp, her tomb : 

Thither let all th' industriooiJ^Hhes repair, 110 
Unlade their thighs, and leave riieir honey there ; 
Thither let Fairies with their train resort. 

Neglect their revels and their midnight sport | 
There in unusual wailings waste the night. 

And watch her by the fiery glow-worm’s light. 115 
There may no dismal yew nor cypress grow« 
Not holly bush, nor bitter elder's bough s 
Let each uulncky bird far build his nest. 

And distant dens receive each bowling beast ( 
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Let wolves be {One, be ravens put to flight, J 20 
M'ith hooting owls, and bats, that hate the light. 

Eut let the sighing doves their sorrows bring. 
And nightingales in sweet complainings sing : 

Let swans from their forMken rivers flj, 1 
And, sickening at her tomb, make haste to die, > 
Tiiat they may help to sing her elegy : 26 3 

Let Echo, too, in mimic moan deplore. 

And cry with me, Pastora is no nrnre ! A . 

* 1 mourn Pastora dead, let Albim mourn, 

* And sable clouds her dialky clifls adorn.* 1 30 

And see, the heavens to weep in dew prepare. 
And heavy mists obscure the burden'd airs 
A sudden damp o'er all the plain it spread. 

Each lily fol^s its leaves, and bangs its bead i 
On ov’ry tree the blossoms tnm to tears, [ 35 

And cv'iyr bough a weeping moistMre bears ; 

Their wings the feather*d airy people droop. 

And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces stoop. 

The rocks are cleft, and new-descending rills 
Furrow the brows of aU th’ impending bills | 140 
I'he wuter-gods to floods their rivulets turn, 

And each with streaming eyes supplies hb wanting 
um. 

The Fawns forsake the woods, the Nymphe the 
grove. 

And round the plain in sad dbtraotions rove, 
lu prickly brakes riieir tender limbs they tear. 
And leave on thoma^heir lodu of golden hair. 1 46 



ON Tits VEATM OW MARY. 7^ 

With tliBlr iliarp milf themiehef the Satyri 
wound, . 

jknd tuf their »hRggj bearni, and bite with grief 
the ground. 

Lo, Pan himielf, beneath a bleated 'oak 
Bigeeted liea, hit gipe In pieoei broke » ] 50 

See Pales «ree|i|lv» b) 0 , in wild detj»alrf 
And to the pieaeiBg winds her bosom bare. 

And see yond* ikdlng myrtle, where appeara 
The Queen of Love, all bath*d in flowing tears ; 
See how she wrings her hands and beats her 
breast! 155 

And tears her oseleis girdle from her Nraiat t 
Hear the sad nnmnurt of her sighing doyea, 

For grief they sigh, forgetful of their lores f 
JLo, Lora himself, with heavy woes 4>ppre«t ! 
See how his sorrows swell his tender breast 1 160 
His bow he breaks, and wide his arrows ihtgs, 
And folds Us little arms, and hang^ hid drooping 
wings, 

Then lays his limbs upon the dyiqi|^ fUis« 

And all with t^fsn bedews his beanteMu 

tears, wUeh from his folded lids hlflli^65 
And even Love himself has weeping eyds. 

All Natnre mmiinst the floods and rodn deploae,. 
And ary, with me, Pastora is no morel 
< I mouM i%st«n dead, let Albiompomn, 

• And iiWblMs her chalky Clift adorn.* 170 
The yscflai cna aselt, nnd ah li inists can uMSut^ 
And floods can weep, and winds to sighs oan tuia ; 
ooicncra. n 
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The birdi in illiigv their sorrowrcan discloie, 

And Nympbi and Swains in words can tell their 
wves: 

But, oh ! behold that deep and wild despair 175 
Which liiither winds can show, nor floods, nor air. 

See the pwat Shepherd, chief ef all the swains, 
Lord of these woods and wide-extended plains, 
Stretch’d on the ground, and close to earth his face, 
Scalding with tears th* already faded gArs » 180 
To the cold clay he joins his throbbing breast, 
No^mote within Fastora’t arms to rest t 
No morel for those once soft and circling arms 
Themselres are clay, and ooM are all her charms : 
Cold are those lips, whidh he no more must kiss, 
And cold that bosom, once all downy bliss, 186 
On whose soft pillows, lull’d in sweet delights, 
'He usM in balniy sleep to lose the nightB. 

Ah ! where is all that love and foadness fled ? 
Ah I whole ^all that tender ■weetaess laid ? ] 90 
To dust n%t all that faeav’D of beauty come ! 

And ffin^ Pnitom moiUder in the tomb ! 
Ah,i|tethd^iaose fiei<oe.nnd inrelenting fat 
Thih wildest helves or savage tigers are s 
With lambs and sheep their hungers are appeas’d, 
Bntimv’nons JDeath the Sbepbeidess has seis’d. 1 9 6 

* 1 mourn Paitora dead, let Albion moura, 

* And sable ehmds her chalky difls adorn.’ 

But see, Hennicas, where a sudden light 
With wonder sto|i mj^PORC •Bd itiihei my i<|ibt. 
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And Hherc Fastora lies it spreads around, 201 
Showing all-radiant brig^ht the sacred ground, 
While from her tonib behold a flame ascends 
Of whitest fire, whose flight to heav’n extendb ; 
On flaky wings it mounts, and quick as sight 205 
Cuts thro’ the yielding air with rays of light, 

Till the blue firmament at last it gains, 

And fixing there a glorious star remains ; 

‘ Fairest it shines of all that light the skies, 

* As once on earth were seen Paitora's eyes.’ 210 
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tjeSbs of amaryuis for amVntas. 


A PASTOKIB., LAMENTlNfi THE DEATH OP THB LATE 
bOHD MABQDI8 OP BLAVOPORD. 

Inierlbed to the 

MOHr HON. THB LORO GODOL%HIN, 

LORD HIOB-TSSi^CmBH OP BNOLAHD. 


Q^ilU popuka nuHOM HulomeU BUb umbra 
AmiiKM queiitur fetus « — 

Intagnt, etnuntlB late loci quBStibus Implet. 

VIRG. Georg. A 


'XwAS Et time when new-neturning lig:ht 
With welcome rajs be^ini to cheer the si^ht. 
When grateful bird* * prepare their thanks to pay* 
And warble hjnmi to haft the dawning daj. 
When woollj flocks their liteating cries renew. 

And flrom their fleecy aides first shake the silver dew ; 

*Twas then that Amaryllis, heav’nly fair ! 
Wounded with grief, and wild with her despair, 
Fdno^ her myrtle bow*r and rosy bed. 

To tell the Uihds her woes, and monm Amyntas 
dead. 

Who had a heart so hard, that heard her cries. 

And did not weep ? who such relentldli eyes ? 
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Tigers and wolves their wonted rage forego, 

And dumb distress and new compassion show, > 
As taught by her to taste' of human woe : J 

Nature herself attentive sUence kept, 

And Motion saemM suspended while she wept ; 
The rising 5un restrain'd his fiery course. 

And rapid Rivers listen’d at their source ; 

Ev’n Echo fear'd to catch the flying sound. 

Lest Repetition should her accents drown 
The very Morning Wind withheld his breeze. 

Nor fann'd with fragrant wings the noiseless trees, 
As if the gentle Zephyr had been dead. 

And in the grave with lov’d Amyntas laid : 

No voice, no whisp'ringsigb, no munn'ring groan, 
Presum'd to mingle with a mother's moan ( 

Her cries alone her anguish could express. 

All other moumiiig would have made it less. 

Hear me, the cried, ye Nymphs hnd SylvMl 
Godsl 

Inhabitants of these oncedov’d abodes » 

Hear my distress, and lend a pitying ear. 

Hear my complrat— ^yoq would not hear my pray’ri 
The loss which you prevented not deplore. 

And mourn wi||||yiBe Anyutas, now no more. 

Have 1 not cause, ye cruel Pow’rs I to moniflif 
Lives there like me another wretch Mom ? 

Tell me, thou Sun 1 that round' the world dost 
shine, 

Hast thpa hlheld Mutlicr loss like uflheL 
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Y« WjMids ! who on yam wi^s tad aocentil bear, 
4nd ^eh the founds of forrow and despair, 

Tell me if e’er your tender pinions bore 
^nch weight of woe, such deadly sighs, before ? 
Tell me, thou Earth 1 on whose wide-spreading 
base 

The wretched load is laid of human rac^ 

Dost thou not feel thyself with me oppresti 
Lie all the dead so heavy on thy breast ? 

When hoary Winter on thy shrinking head 
Uis icy, cold, depressing hand, has laid. 

Hast thou not felt less diilness in thy veins ? 

Do 1 not pierce thee with more freezing pains r 
But why to thee do 1 relate my woe, 

Thou cruel Earth ! my moat remorseless foe, 
Within whose darksome womb the grave is made. 
Where all my jpys are with Aroyntaa laid ? 

What ii’t to me tho’ on thy naked head 
Eternal Winter should bit horror shed, 

Tbo* all thy norvtt were amttb’dwith endless frost, 
And all thy hopes of ihtmik spring were lost i 
To me what comfort oaa the spring, afford i 
Can my Amyntas be with spring restor’d i 
'Can all the teias that fall flwm Wit|tog skies 
Ihffoclc the tomb where my Amyntas lies ? 

No ; never 1 never 1-— Sey, then rigid Earth ! 
MThat ia to me thy everiasting dearth 1 * 

Tho* never ilow’r again its head shonM rear, 

Tho’ ^vir tree again iherid hlastoto%ear) 
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Tho" never grass should clothe the naked ground , 
Nor ever healing plant or wholesome herb hp 
found ? 

None, none were fotknd when I bewaird their wantt 
Nor wholesome herb was found nor healing plant, 
To ease Am^'otas of his cruel pains ; 

In vain 1 search’d the ▼alle.vs, hills, and plains ; 
But wither’d leaves alone appear'd to view, 

Or poib'nous weeds, distilling deadly dew ; 

And if'Bome naked stalk, not quite decay’d. 

To yield a fresh and fViendly bud essay’d, 

Soon as 1 reach’d to crop the tender shoot, 

A shrieking mandrake kilfd it at the root. 
Witness to this, ye Fawns of ev’ry wood 1 
Who at the prodigy astonish’d stood | 

Well 1 remember what sad signs ycomade. 

What sbow’rs of aoavailing tears ye shed ; 

How each ran fearfill to Bis mossy cave. 

When the last gasp the dear Amyntas gave : 

For then the air was til’d with dreadtil cries. 
And sudden aigBt o’enpread the darken’d skies i 
Phantoms, and fiends, and wand'riag fires, ap* 
pear’d. 

And soreams ofdB^preiBging birds were beard t 
The forest sfao^ and fim^ rooks were deft, 

And frighted streanu their wonted eiumaelt left» 
With fnntie grief o’erfiowiag fraitfoi grosmd, • 
Where reany a heid and haim la w fwnia WM 
drown’d. 
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Whik I, Ibrlorn and desolate, was left, 

Qf ev^iy help, of ev*ry hope, bereft ; 

To cv’ry element expos’d 1 lay, 

And to ray ip'icfs a more defenceless prey. 

For thee, Amyntas 1 all these pains were borne. 
For thee these hondb were wrung, these hairs 
were tom | 

For thcc my ^oul to sigh shall neves lea^. 

These eyes to weep, this throbbing heart to 
heave. 

To mourn thy fall I’ll Ay the hated light. 

And hide my ^ead in shades of endless night ; 
For thou wert light, and life, and hedth, to me ; 
The Blip but tiianklcss shiues tliat shows not thee. 
Wert thou not lovely, gracefol, good, and young ? 
The joy of sight, the talk of ev’ry tongue i 
Did ever branch so tweet a blosaora bear ? 

Or everAsarly fruit appear bo fair i 
Did ever youth so far his years transcend ? 

Did ever life so iramaibLrely end i 

For thee the UmefU swaini provided lays. 

And ev’iy Muse prepar’d thy foture praisei 
For thee the busy Nymphs stripp’d ev’ry grove. 
And myrtle wreaths and flow’ry chaplets wove : 
But now, ah, dismal change ! the tuneful throng 
To loud lamentlngs turn the cheerful song : 

Their pleating taak the weeping virgins leave. 
And irtdi unfinish’d gmrlandB strew thy grave. 
Them let me fall, there, there lamenting lie i 
^ere griering grow to earth, despair, and die 1 



»N THE DEATH OF iMfD BLAHDFORO. $1 

This said, her load complaint of force she 
ceas'd, 

Excess of grief her faltfring speech suppress'd 
Along the ground her colder limbs she laid. 
Where late the grave was for Amyntas made, 
Then from her swimming eyes began to pour 
Of softly-falling rain a silver show'r ; 

Her loosely-flowing hair, all-radiant bright, 
O’erspread the dewy grass like streams of light t 
As if the sun had of bis beams been shorn, 

And cast to earth the glories he had worn : 

A sight so lovely sad, such deep distress 
No tongue can tell, no pencil can express. 

And now the winds, i^ich had so long been 
still. 

Began the swelling air with sighs to fill $ 

The water-nymphs, who motionless remain'd, 

Like images of ice, while she complain'd, 

Now loos’d their streams, as when, dooending 
rains 

Roll the steep torrents headlong o’er the plains : 
The prone Creation, irho so long had gaz'd. 
Charm’d with her cries, and at her grieft amaz’d, 
Began to roar and howl with horrid yell. 

Dismal to hear, and terrible to tell I 

Nothing but groans and sighs were heard around, 

And Echo mnltiply'd each monnifu] sonnd. 

When all at Once an universal pause 
Of grief was made, as from some secret cniM 
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Tbe balmy air vith firagrant Bcents was fill’d, 
As^if each weeping tree had gums distilHd : 

if not sweeter, waa#ie rich perfume 
Which swift ascended from Amyntas’ tomb, 

As if th* Arabian bird her nest had fir’d. 

And on the spicy pile wefe new expir’d. 

And now the turf, which late was naked seen. 
Was sudden spread with lively spriDgingifigrebn. 
And Amaryllis saw, with wond’ring eyes, 

A flow’ry bed, where she had wept, arise : 

Thick as the pearly drops the fair had shed 
The blowing buds advanc’d their purple head $ 
From ev’iy tear that fell a violet grew, 

And thence their sweetness came, and thence their 
mournful hue. 

Bemeitiber this, yc Nymphs and gentle Maids ! 
When solitude ye seek in gloomy shades. 

Or walk on banks where silent waters flow. 

For them this lonely fiew'r will Jove to grow i 
Th1hk on Amyntas oft’ as ye shall stoop 
^ erop the stalks and taVe ’em softly op : 

When in your snowy nOCki their sweets you wear, 
Give a soft sigh, npid drop a tender tear ! 

To lov’d Amyntas pay the tribute due. 

And bh*8s his peaceful grave where first they 
grew. 



ELEGIES. 


TO CYNTHU, 

WEBPINO AND NOT IPEAKINO. 

Why are tho^e houn which Heav'n in pity loot 
To lon^in^r lore in fruitlesa idrrow spent ? 

Why sig^hs my fair ? why does that bosom moro 
With any passion stirred but rising love } 

Can Discontent find place within that hnofty 
On whose soft pillows er’n Despair might rejitf 
Divide thy woes, and give me my sad par% 

1 am no stranger to an arhfaig heart | 

Too well 1 know the force of inward gml^ 

And well ean bear it to giro yon reliefer 
All love's severest pangs-l can endure t 
1 ean bear pain, tho’ hopelem of a core; 

I know what *ti8 to weep, and 'sigh aai^.pfay. 

To wake nil night, yet dread the hreakiog ^ i 
I know what *tis to wish, and hope, and all hi 
▼ain, 

And meet, for humble lore, unkind disdain t 
Anger and hate 1 have been forc’d to bOar, 

May, jealousy— and I faiTf folt dee^ir* 





These pains for jon 1 have been forc'd to prove. 
For cruel yon, when 1 bei^Mk to love ; ^ 

THINparai eoapassion took *t len^ my pact. 
And melted to my wish yoW yielding heart. 

O the dear hour in whidi yon did resign t 
lYhen round my neck your willing arms did 
twine, 

And in a kiss you said your heart was^ne. 
Thro* each returning year may that hour be 
Distinguish'd in the rounds of all eternity ; • 

Gay be the sun that hour in all his light. 

Let him collect the day to be more bright. 

Shine ail that hour, and let the rest be night. 
And shall 1 all this heav'n of bliss receive 
From yon, yet not lament to me yon grieve ? 

Shall f| wito nonrish'd In my hneast desire, 

When yoir oold aoen and ftowns forbid the fire. 
Now wlmn a mntnal flame yew have reveal'd, 

And the de*r onion of cwr souls is seal’d. 

When an way joyn ooniplete in yon 1 And, 

Shall I Bid ihaie tlin aorpowi of your mind 3 
O tell me, toll me all — w h enc e doea arise 
This flood of toaial whence a» these fregnent 
tighaf 

Why doea that lovely head, like e foir flow’r 
Oppress'd with drops of n hard-fidling showV, 
peed with its weight of grief, and saem to grow 
Downward to eartfi, and List toe root of woe ? 
Lean on ^ breist, and let me fold thee fost. 
Lock'd in|^em arma think all thy aorrows parts 



Or, whit remain think lighter nuula l»)r me t 
So I ghould think, vere 1 lo h^d by thee, 
llunnor thy plaints, ai^ gently wound my enlVt 
Sigfh on my lip, and let me drink thy tears | 

Join to my cheek thy csoM and dewy fiiee. 

And let pale Grief to plowing Lowe g^ive pliea. 

0 speak — for woe in silence most appears i 
Speak, ere my fancy magnify my fears. 

Is there a cause which words cannot express I 
Can I not bear a part, nor make it less ? 

1 know not what to think-^Am 1 in fault ? 

I have not, to my knowledge, err’d in thonght. 
Nor wander’d from my love, nor would 1 be 
Lord of the world to live depriv’d of thee. 

You weep afresh, and at that word yon. stert I 
Am 1 to be depriv’d then ? — must wte "piiftl 
Curse on that word^ so ready to be spoke» 

I'or thro’ my lips unmeant by me it broksa 
Oh ! no ; we mnst not, will not, cannot^ part* 
And my tongue talks unprompted by my hmrU 
Yet speak, for my distraotion grows api^» 

And racking fears and restless donbta inonaae f 
And lean and donbta to jealmiaj will tun* 

The hottest hell in which a heart cam ham. 
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*rO SLEEP. 

Onx«.) tiiott flatterer of happjr rointts, 

How sooD a troubled breast thy falsehood finds ! 
Th<)ii common friend, officious in thy aid, 

Where no distress is shown, nor want betray'd : 
But, oh ! how swift, how sure thou art to shuu 
The wretch by Fortune or by Lpve undQiic ! 
Where are thy ji^entle dews, thy softer pow'rs, 
Which us’d to wait upon midnight hours 1 
Why dost tliou cease thy hov'rmg niogs to 
spread 

With friendly shade around my restless bed ? 

Can no oqmplainiogi thy compassion more ? 

Is thy al^ipathy so strong to love ? 

0 no ! thou art the.prosp'rous lover's friend, 

And do|t oncall’d his pleasing toils attend : 

With equal kindness and with rival charms. 

Thy ilnpibers luH him in his fair one’s arms ; 

Or fromlKiir bosom he to thine retires, 

Where sooth'd with ease the panting youth re- 
spires, ^ 

Till soft repose restore his drooping sense, 

And rapture is reliev’d by indolence. 

But, oh 1 what fortune does the lover bear, 
Forlom'd by thee and haunted by Despair ! 

From racking thoughts by no kind slumber freed. 
But painful nights bis joyloM days succeed. 



TO SLEEP. 


But why, dull God ! do I of thee eomplaftt? 

Thou didst not cause, canst thou case laj 
jwin. ^ 

Forf^iv^ ^hat my distracting grief has said, 

I o\ u unjustly 1 thy sloth upbraid; 

For oft’ J have Ihjj proffer'd aid lepell’d. 

And reluctant eyes from rest withheld. 
Implor'd the Muse to break thy gentle chains, 
And sung with Philomel my nightly strains: 

W ith her 1 sing, but cease not nitk her song, 

Per more enduring woes my lays prolong. 

The morning lark to mine accords his note, 

^ nd tunes to my distress his irarbling throat | 

Far h setting and each rising sun 1 mourn, 

M ailing alike his absence and return : ^ 

A nd all for thee-.- What had 1 wcll«nlgli Mid f 
Lot me not name thee, thou too charming TtfaiAi! 
^ o — as the w ing’d musicians of the groiT» 

Til' associates of my melody and.love, 

Jn moving sounds alone relate their pabf^ 

And not with ^oice articulate complain; 
h'o shall my Muse my tuneful sorron^s sing. 

And lose in air her naqM itoai wdiom t^y 
spring. 

O may no wakeful Ibouglits lier mind molest, 

{*oft be her slumbers, and sincere her rest : 

Vor her, O bleep ! thy balmy sweets p;»parp* 
Tbe peace 1 lose for h<# to her trantw. 

Hush'd as the falling dews, whose noiseless shov*n 
Impearl the folded leaves of ev’nipg Somonis 
I 2 



Steal OQ^her brow $ and as those dews attend, 

’flu warn'd bj walch# daj to reabcend, 

So ivait thou for her mom ; then gentlj rise, 

And to the world restore the dajr-break of te 
ejrei. 


TO A CANDLE. 

T*flou watchful Taper! b^ whose silent light 
I lonelj pass the melancholj higbt ; 

Thou faithful Witness of my secret pain ! 

To whom alone I rentore to complain, 

O le^m with me mj hopeless^ove to moan; 
Commisierate a life so like tbjr own. 

Like thihe, my flames to sny destruction turn. 
Wasting that heart bj which supplj'd they buna. 
Like thine, my joy and suffering they di^plu}. 

At onc^ are signs of life and symptoms of decay : 
And as ipqr fearful flames the day decline, 

And only Adriiig night presume to shine. 

Their humble rays not darmg to aspire 
Xefbre the sun, the fsntain of their fire ; 

So mine with conscious shame and equal awe. 

To shades obscure and solitude withdraw. 

Nor dare their light before her eyes disclose, 
Frea whosp bright bamu their bemg first arose. 



SONGS, 


SOKG I. 


T 

1 look'd, and I sigh’d, and 1 wish’d I could speak, 
^nd fdin would have been at her; 

Hut when I strove most rayfend passion to V^ak, 
then I said least of the matter. 

ir. 

I swoi e to mjself, and resolv’d I would try 
J^onic wav my poor heart to recover; 

But that was all vain, for I sooner could die 
Thau liw with forbearing to love her. 

nr. 

Dear Celia ! be kind then i and linoe your onm 
eyes , 

By looks cun eommand adoration. 

Give, mine leave to talk toOy and do not de^pbin 
Those oglings that tell you my pasil^ 

We’ll look, and wa’U love, and tho* neither shouio 
speak. 

The pleasure we*ll sttt be punoing; 

And so, without words, 1 don’t doubtird inayMilb 
A very good end of ttib wooing. 

I 3 
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SONG XL 

« False tho’ she be to me and loTe« 
ne’er pursue reveof e t 
F?r still the charmer 1 approve, 

X deplore her efaan^. 

In hours of bliss we oft’ have met, 
The^ could not alwajs last; 

And tho’ the present I regret, 

I’m grateful for the past. 


SONG III. 


u 

Tevl me no more 1 am deceiv'd 
Ttiat Cloe’s false and eoromon ; 

1 always Haaow (at least believ'd) 

Shn was a very woman : 

Aa sn(^ t lik'd, as such caress'd; 

She ttfll wpii constant when possess’d. 
She could do more for an man. 

II. 

But, oh ! her on others ran. 

And timt jovt think a haid^ibinpi 
Heirhnsa she fimej’d yon the man* 
And what care J one fiirtbins i 
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Yell think she’s false, Tm sure shc^e kind ; 
1 take her body, you her mind, 

VV bo has the better bargain ? 


SOXG IV. IN DIALOGUE^ 

von TWO WOMEN. 

I LOVF, and am bcIovM again, 

'^trephon no more shall sigh in Tain $ 

)*ve try’d his faith, and found him trua. 

And all my coyness bid adieu. 

2. I love, and am bOlov’d again, 

Yet still my Thynis shall complain: 

Tm sure he's mine v'hile I refuse him, 

But when I yield 1 fear to lose him. 

] . Men will grow faint with tedious fasting. 
2. And both will tire with often tasting, 

1!\ hen they find the bliss not lasting. 

] . Love is complete in kind possessing. 

U. jAh, no ! ah, no ! that ends the blessing. 
* 

CRoiivB or' non. 

‘ Then let ns beware bow far we aonient; 

* I'oo soon when we yield to late wt nfent} 

* ’Tis ignonnee mkci non admifni^ 



feed not the l|re, 

4 But inak.e It s^orc quickly expire/ 


SONG Y, 


Cruel Amjntal can you see 
'A heart thus tom which you betray'd } 
Lore of himself ne'er vanquish'd me, 
But thro’ your eyes the conquest made. 

n. 

la ambush there the* traitor lay. 

Where 1 was led by faithless smiles : 
No wretches are so lost as they 
Whom much seculity begpuilcs. 


SONG VI. 

SeEI) see she wakes, Sahina wakes ! 

And now the son beirins to risei 
Less glerioiis is the Morn that breaks 
his bright htiini than her Air eyes* 
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With light inited daj tbej l?ive» 
Bat different fates ere a^ht fulfil r 
How manj by his warmlh will live t 
How many will her coldness kill t 


SONG Vll. 


Ptocs Selindagoes to pray Vi 
If I bat ask the favcr, 
jknd yet the tender fool*! in tears 
When she believes I’ll leave her. 

II. 

Weald I were free from this icstraint* 
Or else had hopes to win her; 

W'ould she could make of me a taint* 
Or 1 of her a sinner. 
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PROLOGUES. 


FROLOWE 
TO Qvasir MAST, 

CJmmi her coming to $ee The Old Bachelor^ 

after having keen Tike Double Dealer. 

By this repeated act of ^ace wc see 
Wit is again the care of Majetty, 

Add while thm honor'd our proud stage appean, 
We seem to rival ancient theatres. 

Thus flourish’d wit in our forefathers’ age. 

And thus the Ekdnaii and Athenian stage. 

Whose wit is best we’ll not presume to tell, 
Rut this we know, our audience will excel ; 

For never was in Rome nor Athens seen 
So feir a circle and so bright a Queen. 

Long has the Muses’ land been overcast. 

And many rough and stormy winters past. 

Rid from the world, and thrown in shades of 
night, 

Of heat depUv’d, and almost Told of light. 

While wit, a hardy plant, of nature bold, 

Uas struggled strongly with the killing cold i 
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So doet it still thro* opposition p row. 

As if Its root was warmer ke^ by snowi 
But when shot forth then draws the danger neat) ^ 
Oo evVy side the fath’ritig winds appear, f 

And blasts destroy iha* fhiiC which frosts would T 
spare : j 

But now new vigor and new hie k knows, p 
warmth, that from thisxc^al presence flows* 
O would she shine iktb rays more freqaaH^ 
here 1 " 

Bow guy would then thk drooping land appear^ 

Then like the sun with pleasure she might viev 


The smiling earth cloth*d by her beams anew i 


O'er all the meads should various flow'rs be 
seen, 

MixM with the laurel’s never-fading >greeo. 
The new creation of a gracious Quemi. 


1 


PROLOGUE 

TO mnaus king or spinus* 

Qua age has much improv’d (he warripr*s art. 
For fighting now is thought the weakest part. 
And a good head more useful than a heart. 

This way of war does our example yield; 

That stage will win which Joagest kefjps the field. 
We mean not battle when we bid defiance. 

Rut stoning one another to oojDpliance. 



Onr troopt eneamp'd are bj each other riew^d. 
And those widch ftnt aare hnagpry aie shbda'd. 

And there, m tmth, depeads the great decisioa* 
They coDfoer who cut off the foe's provision. 

Let daob irith knocks and bruises keep a pether, 
Onr war and trade is to outwit each other. 

But hold4 will not Ihe polttioiaBs tell us 
Thgt both oar coadact and our foresi^ fisil us, 
IPo sabe recruits, aad^danraew forces down, 

Thus in the dead vacation of the Tom? 

To mnatnrap oar rhymetnrhhottt oar reaioa. 

And forage for an audieace out of season ? 

Our AaUior'sfbars must this false step excuse, 
*XHs the first flight of a just-feather'd Muse t 
Th* occasion ta’en when critics are away, 

Italf wits and beaus, those wv’nons birds of preyt 
But, Heav'n be prais’d, for hence they vent th^ 
wrath. 

Mauling in mUd'liinpooiis th* intriguing Bath. 
Thus does our Author his first flight commence i 
Thus against friends at first with foils we fences 
Thus prudent Gimenck tiy^d if he were able 
(Eie he’d wet foot) to swim upon » table. 
iVicn spare the youth | or K you’ll damn the play, 
Let Jfim hot flnt have his, then tnke your day. 
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IPROLOGUB 

TO TSB 

HUSBAND HIS OWH%UCKOLD, 

A CONBDT, WBIT f ir BY HR. DRTDBY, JY#. ' 

Trii year has been fOHUikablt two wayf , 

For bloomiim^ poOts akidi'for blasted plays. 

We've been bf wrach a pp — rin g plenty mook*d« 

At OBce both taiitalia'4 and overttock'd. 

Our anthors, too, by their suocets oflate, 

Begfas to tUnk tiiinl dayi are out of date. 

What can the canw be that our piaya won’t koi^« 
Ualeet they have a rot §ome yeafo, IBie iheep i 
For our puts, we ooolleti we’re quite nabam’d 
To read such weekly bills of poets damaM.' 

parish knows ’tis but a moomhil cooa 
When chfift’niBgs lUl and flmemls increase. 

Thus ’lis, and thus 'twill be when we are dead* 
These wiQ bf wiiton which will ne'er be luad. 
Why will you bwifedi wits, and write such thii^vf 
You're wUlinv to be wasps, butwnt the ethigt^ 
Let not yv» apleea provoke you to that heighti 
’Od's life! you don't know what you dp, Sirs, 
whtt you write. 

You’ll dad that Prigasus baa Who when 
Tho’ you nwku nothiag ou’t hut up end Udet > 
Ladioe, end mil, F frith, now get aatrldo. J 
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ContriTiBff chanctert, and iceaei » and ploti. 

It gro^itn at cornmoi now at kaittiag knots ; 

With the tame ease and nef licence of thoaght. 
The charming play is tnit and fringe is wrought. 
Tho’ this he frigfatfti^ we’re more afraid. 
When ladies leare, that haans will take the trade. 


Than far ’tis weU enoii|gh» if here ’twonl^ stop; 
Bat should they write, we must e’en iBut up shop, 
shall wa make thh JBoda of writing wink ? 

A mode, said 11 ’tit « diaBate, I think, 

A stabbom tetter that’a^Ml cur’d with ink i 
For still it spreads till each th’ infection takes, 
4 And teiaeS ten for one that it forsakes. 


up Slurp, 

mink ? 1 


Our play to-day is sprung from none of thesei 
Vnr should you damn it tho’ it dees not please. 
Since hom iiithaat the bounds of your four 
seas I > ^ 


! 


For if yoh erpnt no fiiyor aa ’tis new, 

Yet as a strangar share is something due. 

From Borne (to try its fiite) this play was seats 
Start not at Home, foi^ there’s aw Pop’ry neantc 
Tho’ there the poet may his dynslling choose, 
Y«t ilill, he knows his country jlaimi his Muse. 
Hither an^’iing his first-boni he sends. 

Whose good or iU succeu, on you defwndsi 
Yet he has hope some kiudneti may be shown, 1 
As due to gregter muit than hn own, > 

And begs dm sire fi>r the eon atone- ' ^ j 
Theie’e his las^ refivat if the play don’t tokeit 
Yet spare yoong Diydcn for hii fiithir’i sake. 



PROtOGUE 


TO 

A VERY WIFE, 

A COlU&Y, ST POWKLL, 

Spoken kg Mr, Hahiet. 

Here'i s yosi^^llow tese-^-an actor — Fossil — 
One whose person, pciiisps, yon all may know 
well I 

And he has writ a play — ^thii very play 
Which yott «re all Itorae here to see, ls»dayi 
And so, it beini^ an nmal thing: to spOik 
Somethhiii: or other ftnr the author's sake. 

Before the play (in hopes to make it tal^ 

I*in come, bein|: his friend and fUlow-playOr, 

To say what (if yon plem) you’re like to hear. 
First know, that faror which Pd fain hare shown, 

1 ask’d sot fhr, in hla name, hot my own; 

For, without raniiy. Pm better known. 

Meantime then, let nw bef yon wiUd forbear 
Your caboMls, and the instmfneats of war. 

For meiny, mercy, at your feet we fell. 

Before year roaring fods destroy «s alii 
Pll speak with words sweet as distflUiigrBoney, 
With words««WB tf 1 memrt to borrow maeey ; 


} 
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Fair, gentle tin, most soft aUariog beaax. 

Think ’tis a lad^ry'tluU for pity sues. 

Bright ladies — but to gain the ladies* grace, 

I think I need no more than show my face. 

Next then, yon anchors, i^e not you severe ; 

Why, what a swarm of tOj^blers have we here ! 
One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, 
nine, ten, 

All in one row, and brewers of the pen. 

All would-be poets $ vr^, your favor's due 
To this day’s author, for 4m*s one of you. 

Among ^the few which are of noted fame, 
safe i for 1 myself am one of them. 

Tou’ve seen me smoke at Wall’s among the wits; 
,Tm witty too, at they are — timt’s by fits. 

Now, you, onr oHy IMends, «rho hither come 
By three o’clock, to make iwe elbow-rooms 
While Spouse, tnpkl-up, does ia her pattens. 

'trudge it, J 

With handkerchief of prog, like troll withf 
bndget, r 

And hnre, by turns, yon eat pUua-cake and 1 
judge it } 

Fray be yon Mod, let me yonr grace importune. 
Or else— egad. I’ll tell you all your fortune. 

Well BOW, 1 have hut one tfaiag more to say. 

And that’s in veferenoe to om* third day ; 

An odd reqwft— may be >yoa*}l think it so ; 

Fray oobk, whether you like the play Or no s 
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And if jottMl stay, vie shall ba fi^lad to see 700, 

If not — leave 7001 half<srowns, and peace he m* 
you! 


PROLOGUE 
TO THE COURT, 

ON TflE queen’s biete-eat, 1704 . 

The happy JIuse, to thia high scene prefiwr'di 
Hereafter shall in loftier strains be heard* 

And, soaring to transoend her usual theiM» 

Shall sing of virtue apd hcupic faqie : 

No longer shall 8^0 toil upon the stage, 

And fruitless war with vine and 1^11 J wage t 
Ii{o more in mean dhiguiie she jhall appear. 

And shapes she would reform be forc’d to wear» 
While Ignownce and Malice join to blame. 

And break the mirror tiiat-reiects their shame. 
Henceforth she shall pmeue a nobler task. 

Show her bright viigin-foce» ai^ scorn the Satyr’s 
mask. ^ 

Happy her future daysl which me design’d 
Alone to paint the bropties of the mind i 
By just originals to draw with care,. 

And copy firom Court u fisultless fok: 

Such labors wUh taeeets her hopes asa^ crown, 
AndihaBieto mweri nn incorrigible Town. 
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While this design her eag^er thooght poTsues, 
Snob Tarinu iHirtnes all taomd she Tieirs, 

She knows not where to fix or which to choose; 
Tet still ambitious of the daring flight. 

One only awes her with nipcrior light : 

From that attempt the conscious Muse retires. 
Nor to inimitable worth aspires. 

But secretly applauds, and silently admin's. 

Hence she reflects upon the genial ray 
That first enliven'd this anspicious d^y ; 

On thai bright star to whose indulgent pow*r 
We owe ^ blessings of the present hour; 
GnocniTing omens of propitious fate 
Bore, with one sacred birth, an equal date; 
Whence we derive whatever we imssess 
By foreign conquest deubesfln peace. 

Then, Britain 1 Ibnit tby ddwn of bliss begun ; 
Then broke the mofli that lighted op this sun ; 
Then was*it doom'd 'trttese counsels slpMld succeed. 
And by whose arm Bie Christian world be fteed ; 
Then t^g^llll pc fbe was preordain'd to yield, 

Blenheim's glorlons 
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EPILOGUES. 


EPILOGUE 

At the opening of the 

Queen'i Tkeoire in the Unymarket^ wOk 4Ma 
hoHm P^ttoral, 

•POKEN BT MRS. BBlCBGmDUB. 

Whatever fatnre fkte dor hooie maj 
At present we expect joo should be kind; 
Inconstoncjr itself can daim no ri^ht 
Before enjojnHtit and the weddinp-ail^ht. 

Yon must be fix'd a Utile ere yon raagei 
You must be true till you have tiine to chaai'e. 

A week at least « ooe Bi|^bt is sure too sooBy 
But we pretend sot to a booey-iBoes. 

To novelty we know yon can be true, 

But what, alas! or who, is alvayi sew^ 

This day, wltlient presooptios, tne praHii 
With BOfveliy eslfia jou'ad esl«tain*d| 

For not alone onr boose md semes we bit. 

Our anv and dHw% bnt ifM 





Out play Mmethiog inH unoommoa, 

Tiro faittif^iiovers, and «oe coafttant nuitaui. 

Id sweet Italian strains onr shepherds sing *1 

Of harmf^s lovds, odr painted forests ring; > 

In notes, perhaps, less forei§pi than the thing. i 
To somdpani show at first we make pretence, / 
In time we may regale yon with some sense, V 
But that, at present, were too great ezj^noe. 3 
We only fear the beaus may think it hard 
To be to-night from smutty jests debarred ; 

But in good breedmg, sure, they’ll once excuse 
Ev’n modesty, when in a stranger Muse. 

The day^s at hand when we shall shift the scene, 
And to yourselves show your dear selves again; 
l*aint the reverse of what you’ve seen to-day, 
And in bold strokes the vioious Town display. 


BHLOGUE 
TO ORO)3MOKO. 



Yoir We vne try al^ shapes, and shifts, and arts, 
To your favors and regain jonr hearts. 

We weep, an^ laugh, join nriitli and grief to- 
««ther, 

Uke nW and iiWlte«ix’d1n A|ttil weather. 
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Your 4ifibrent t&stei diiide oar peef i cuoff 
One foot the aoekt tViMr the bufkin wean s 
Thui while be oliiTet to pleaW) be*» forc’d to 
do't. 

Like Volsciuf, b^Mbop in n iing:le boot. 

Critics, he koowi, for this maj damn bli bookii 
But he makei feacti for fhAMls, and not for coolcl* 
Tho* errant-knighti of late no favor find, 

Sure you will be to ladies-errant kind. , 

To follow fame kni^hts-orrant make profession, *1 
We damsels fly to save our reputation; > 

So they their valor show, we onr discretiont j 
To lands of monsters and fierce beasts they f o, 
We to those islands where rich husbands grow} f 
Tho’ they’re no monsters we may make them f 
so. 3 

If they’re of £nfllish fro^ they'll bear’t with 
patience : 

But save us from a spouse of Oroonoko’s nations ! 
Then bless your stars, you happy London Wives 1 
Who love at l«rfle e&ch day, yet keep your lives; 
Nor envy poor Imoinda’s doting blindness. 

Who thought her husband lull’d her out of kind* 
oess. 

Death with a husband ne’er had shown ensh 
charms. 

Had she once dy’d within a lover’s annas 
Her error was fironi ignorance proenediin^S 
PoorSoidl shewnakdeosicofoiir'9tonibrMdiat« 
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ToTifirt fandiieM of her ipoue; 1 

Their tow BO ^ > 

Alaal atolto A ooMciesoe their Towfr^ J 
If firtao io o Heatheo be a faulty 
Then damn the Heathen lohool^erfaere the was 

She mtoht have leaiiM to cnekold, jUt, and ihui. 
Bad Govent-Garden been in Surinam* ^ ^ 
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KtUCWUA^tOk, 


For e?'rj Mnie if thUie, 1 

la thee thdr , V 

Dailioff mb Nine ! } 

To tbee alolie 1 'life in^ soa^ dunmend,*^ 

Whofe aatare caa forgive aaA^ll^r de&ad, V 
And ihoir bjr tumi the patrop and friend. J 
Bcgte, m^r Mmel *froai Jd^e derhre thy tong. 
Thy song of right does first to Jove bel^jg") 

For thou thyself art of celestial secd» 

VoT dare a sire inferior hoast fibe breed. 

lint the frame of this rast ball was njade, 
Aad Jove with joy the flnishM work survey’d, 
Vicissitude of things, of men and states. 

Their rise aad fell, were dastia’d by the Fatetf 
Thea Time had first a aame, hy fim decree 110 
Appointed lord of idl fiitarity. 

Within whose ample bosom FMea mpose 
Cantos of tUhigs, and secret seeds enclose. 

Which rip%uig there e halt one day gain a birth, 
Aad ferce m paitago t|^* the teeming aartb. 

To him tbeyjm to rue the spaciens light, 

Afd boi^|||H|pt uitpartel d«y and aigfati 
To wmgShdpBs that nfeirl lha nlling tphoR, 
To the seasons, and eoadaet the yaar. 
Dnintian of doouniim mpd of paw’r 40 

To him |pi|pGribei. aad fi^ each ihted hoar., 

TVs mighty mfe la Time the Fates nrdain* 

Bnt yet to herd oowUthmabiadiiis^CBi 
Formfiy feemlh«oe birth heferiagada Mgllt, 
(How goodaoe’ef aad gimtelhl In hirflifht) 
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He miut again to nati?e earOiMti^, 

And all hii race with mth^eVoor: 

Nor good a ’scape hu.hi&^>7 Baw> 

Buyileiling Natnrc proye the plfld law. 

Wot jret the loq|^*d earth aloft was slung, SO 
Or pois’d amj^ the skies in balance 
Nor jet did golden Iges the tim adorn. 

Or borrow’d lustre silver Cjnthia’s bora ; 

Nor jet had Tiom commission to begin. 

Or Fate the manj-twifted web to spin t 
When all the heav’olj host assembled came 
To view the world jet resting on its frame ; 

Eager thej press to see the Sire dismiss, 

And roll the l{,lobe along the vast abjss. 59 

When deep-revolving thoughts the God retain. 
Which for a space suspend the promis’d soene, 
Once more his rjcs on Time intentive look, 

Again inspect Fate’s tmlversal book i ^ 

Abroad the wondrous volume he displajs. 

And present views the deeds of future dajs. 

A beauteous seeiie adorns the foremost page. 
Where Nature’s bloom presents the Golden Age : 
'I'hc Golden leaf to Silver loon reshftis. 

And fair the sheet, but more &intlj, shines : 
Of baser Brass, the next denotes the ftiMs, 70 
An impiow page, deform^ft with deadlj orimesi 
The fonrtli jet wears a worse and browner Ibee, 
And adds to gloonj an Iron race. 

He tunn the book, and ev’f j age reviews^ 
Then all the kinglj tine His eje pnniief i " 
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*91^ Lord! of Earth desiginM, 

5 ^ mijiftr fakn shdMd govefn hamafr.fciiid. 

fhtare heroes there the lires 'he reads. 

In search of glory spent and godlike dedls. 

Who empires found, and goodly cities bnild, 80 
And savage men compel to leare the field. 

All thn he saw, and all ha saw approv’d ( 
When, lo ! but thence a narrow 8pao|^elikiov’d, 
And hungi 7 Time has all the sceae defu^d, 

The kings destroy'd, and laid the kingdoms waste: 
Together all in common rains lie, 

And but anon, and ev\n the ruins die. 

Th’ Almighty, inly tout’d, cmnpassion found, 

To see great actions in oblivion dlown’d. 

And forward search’d the foil, to find if Fate |K) 
Had no reserve to spare the good and great. 
Bright in bis view the Tn^ heroes shine, 

And Ilian etrnctures rais’d by hands divine; 

But Ilium soon in native dust is laid. 

And all her boasted pile a min made; 

Nor great ABneas can bar fUl withstand. 

But flies, fo save his gods, to foreign land. 

The Bofflim nee suBooed the Durian state. 

And first fnd second Caesar, godlike great. 

Still on affeer-days«his eyes descend, 100 
And rising herdes still the search attend* 
Proceeding thus he many empires past. 

When foir Britan^ la:*ri Us sight at hut. 

Above the waves riie lifli her silver head, 

And looki a Venus bom fhnn Ocean’s bed. 
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For rolling yeaiB her happy fort|iii4i^tinjley 
And Fates propitious bless the beauteous isle: 

To worlds remote she wide extends her reign. 

And wields the trident of the stormy main. 

Thus on the base of empire firm she stands, 1 10 
While bright Elina rules the willing lands. 

But soon a lowering sky comes on apace. 

And fate revers’d shows an ill-omen’d face } 

The void of heav’n a gloomy horror fills. 

And cloudy veils involve her shining hills ; 

Of greatness pass’d no footsteps she retains, , 
Sunk in a series of inglorious reigns. 

She feels the diange, and deep regrets the 
Of honors lost! and her diminish’d name t 
Conscious, she seeks from day to shroud her 
head, J 20 

And glad would shrink beneath her oozy bed. 

Thus far the sacred leaves Britanma’s woes 
In shady draughts and dusky lines disclose ( 

Th* ensuing scene revolves a martial age. 

And ardent colors gild the glowing page- 
Behold 1 of radiant light an orb arise. 

Which lundhog day restores the darken’d skies { 
And see 1 on seaa the beamy bail deteends , 

And now its aoiirie to fiiiijpritannia bends : 

Along die foamy main tbe billows bear 1 SO 
The floating fire, and watt the shining sphere. 
Bail, happy Omenl bail, aospicibus Sigbil 
Thoa glorious guide to yet a greater lights 
l2 
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^^ MOlXLAWIEB. 

For se^! a pAlo^, nhom dazzling arms arraj',1 
Pursuing cfosalj pknkirhs the wat ’17 way, > 
Tracing the glorythro’ the flaming sea. j 
Britannia ! rise ; awake, O fairest IsJc 
From iron sleep ; again thy fortunes smile. 

Once more look up, the mighty man behold, 
Whose reign renews the former Age of O^d. 1 40 
The Fates at length the blissfhl web hav^lpon, 
And bid it round in endless circles run: 

Again shall distant lands confess thy sway. 

Again the wal’ry world thy rule obey f 
Again thy martia} sons shall thirst for fame, 

And win in foreign fields a deathless name ; 

For William's genius ev'ry soul inspires. 

And warms the frozen youth with warlike fires. 
Already, see ! the hostile troops retreat, 

And teem forewarn'd of their impending fate s 1 50 
Already routed foes bis fory feel. 

And fly the force of hfi merrhig steel. 

The haughty Gaul, who wvll till now might boast 
A matchless fword and unresisted host. 

At hiB foreseen approach the field forsakes. 

His cities trrable and his empire shakes t 
His tow’ring ensigns long had aw'd the plain, 
And fleets andaciously tmnrp’d the main t 
A ^th'ring storm be teem’d, which from afar 
Teem'd with a deluge of destructive war, IfiO 
Till William's stronger genius soar'd above. 

And down the sKles the daring temppst drom 
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TBS BIRTB or TOa MOIE. 

So from the radiant luo retirof the ni^^ht. 

And western clouds shot thro’ with orient li£ht 4 
So when th* assuming god, whom storms obey, 
To all the warring wii^s at once gave way, 

The frantic hrethren ravag'd all around. 

And recks, and woods, and shores, their rage re- 
sound; 

Incumbent o'er the main, at length they sweep 
The liquid plains, and raise the peaceful deep ; 170 
But when superior Neptune leaves his bed. 

His trident shakes, and shows his awful head, 

The madding winds are bush'd, the tempests cease. 
And ev’ry rolling surge resides in peace. 

And now the sacred leaf a landscctpc wears. 
Where heav'n serene, and air unmov'd, appears ; 
The rose and lily paint the verdant plains. 

And palm and olive shade the sylvan scenes ; 

The peaceful Thames beneath his banks abides, 
And soft and still the silver surface glides ; 1 80 

The aephyrs fan the fields, the whisp’ring breeze 
With fragrant breath remurmurs thro* the trees; 
The warbling birds, applauding new-born light, 

In wanton measures wing their airy flight : 

Above the floods the finny race repair. 

And hound aloft, and ba^ in upper air ; 

They gild their scaly hacks in Phcebus* beams. 
And soon to skim the level of the streams: 
WholtHomn wears a gay and joyous fime. 

And UooiDs and ripens with the fruits of peiae« 

L 3 
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I^ICSLLANIEk 

No more the lih'ring hind regrets his (oil, 1 9 1 
Bat cheerfully tnantires the grateful soil : 

Secure, the glebe a plenteous crop will yield, 

And golden Ceres grace the wping field. 

Th’ advenCrous man, who durst the deep explore, 
Oppose the winds, and tempt the shelvy shore, 
Beneath his roof now tastes unbroken re^, 

Enough with native wealth and plenty brest. 

No more the forwarckyouth pursues alarms^ 
Nor leaves the sacred arts for stubborn arms; 200 
No more the mothers from their hopes arc tom, 
Nor weeping maids the promis’d lover mourn ; 

No more the widows’ shrieks and orphans’ cries 
Torment the patient air and pierce the skies; 

But peaceful joys the prosp’rous times afford, 

And banish’d Virtue is again restor'd. 

And he whose arms alone sustain'd the toil, 

And propp’d the nodding frame of Britain’s isle, 
By whose illustrious deeds her leaders fir’d, 

Have honors lost retriev’d, and new acquir’d, 2 IQ 
With equal swayr will Virtue’s laws maintahi, 

And, good as great, In awflil peace shall reign ; 
For hb example still the rule shall give, 

And £bose it taught to conquer teach to live. 

Proceeding on, thdVather still unfolds 
Sncceediag leaves, and brighter still beholds; 
The latest seen the fairest seems to shi^ 

Yet sodden does to one more fiiir reaigd^ 

Th’ Btenal paus’d ■ ■ ■ 
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Nor would Britannia^s &te beyond explore; 
Enough be saw besides the coming store : 

Enough the hero had already done. 

And round the Bide extent of glory run, 

Nor further now the shining path pursues. 

But like the sun the same bright race renews. 

^ And shall remorseless Fates on him have pow’r ? 
Or Time unequally such wortli devout 
Then wherefore shall the bra\ e for fame contest ? 
Why is this man distinguish'd from the rest, ' 
Whose soaring genius now sublime aspires, 2.^0 
And deathless fame, the due reward, requires? 
Approving Heav’n th’ exalted virtue views, 

Nor can the claim which it approves refuse. 

The great Creator soon the grant resolves, 

And in his mighty mind the means revolves. 

He thought, nor doubted once again to choose, 
But spake the word, and made tb’ immortal Muse. 
Ne’er did his pow’r produce so bright a child, 

On whose creation inhini Nature smil’d : 

Perfect at first, a finish’d form she wears, QiO 
And youth perpetual in her foce appears. 

Th’ assembled gods, who long expecting staid, 1 
Wither delight gaze on the lovely maid, > 
And think the wish’d-forworld was well delay'd . ) 

did the Sire bimnelf his joy disguise, 

But jtadfisst view’d, and fix’d, and fed his eyes : 
Intvm space, at length be silence broke, 

Apd thus the God Che hcav’nly fair bespoke^ 



1 1 G iniClBXANIES. 

* To thee,, immortal Maid ! from this bless'd 
hour, 

‘ O'er lime and fame I gire unbounded pow’r. 230 
‘ Thou flrom oblivion shalt the hero save ; 

* Shalt raise, revive, immortalize, the brave. 

* To thee the Dardan prince shall owe his fame ; 

* To thee the Ceesars their eternal nanie. 

* Eliza, snog bjr thee, with Fate shall st^hze, 

^ And long as time in sacred verse survive. 

* And yet, 0 Muse ! remains the noblest theme ; 

* The first of men, mature for endless fame, 

* Thy future songs shall grace, and all tby la^g, 

* Thenceforth, alone shall wait on William’s praise : * 

* On his heroic deeds thy verse shall rise; 201 

* Thou shalt diffuse the fires that he supplies : 

* Thr6’ him thy songs shall more sublime aspire, 

* And be thro’ them shall deathless fame acquire : 

* Nor Time nor Fate hia glory shall oppose, 

* Or blast the momimeitta the Muse bestows.’ 

This said, no more reomin’d, Th’ ethereal host 
Again impatient crowd the costal coast. 

The father now within his s^cious hands 209 
Enoompaas’d all the nubogled mass of seas and lands. 
And having heav’d aloft the pood’rous sphere, 

He launch’d the world to float in ambient air. 
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THE RECONCILIATION’. 

RECITATIVE. 

Fair Celia love pretended. 

And nam’d the myrtle bowV, 

Vi' lure Damon Ions' attended 
Beyond the promis'd hour. 

At length impatient srowins 
Of anxious expectation. 

His heart vrith rage o’erflowins. 

He vented tlms his passion. 

ODE. 

* To all the sex deceitful 

* A Ions and last adieu, 

* Since women prove unsrateful 

* As oft’ as men prove true. 

* The pains they cause are many, 

* And Ions ^n^ hard to bear, 

* The joys they »*>y) 

‘ Few, short, and unsincere.’ 

RECITATIVE. 

But Celia now repentios 
Her breach of ansisnation. 

Arriv’d with eyes consentiaj 
Anil spark lins inclination. 

Like Citherea smilins. 

She bath'd, and laid his passion ; 

The shepherd ceas'd revilinsi 
And sons this tecanCatioo, 
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HISCEUtAUlES. 


PALmODE. 

* »How enf afiaf , how oidearing:, 

* Is a lover*! pain and care ! 

‘ And what joy the nymph's appearing 

* After absence or despair 1 

* Women wise increase desiring, 

' By contriving kind delay!* . 

‘ And advancing or retiring* 

^ AIL they mean is more to please.' 


THE PETITION. 

Grant me, gentle Love ! laid I, 
One d^r blessing ere I die : 

Long I've borne excess of pain. 

Let me now some bliss obtain. 

Thus to almighty Love 1 cry’d. 
When, angry, thus the god reply'd : 

Blessings greater nohe can have. 
Art thou not Ajhynta's slave ? 

Cease, fond Mortal! to implore. 
For Loves Love himeelf's no more. 


ABSENCE. 

Ah! what pains, what racking thevghts, he 
proves. 

Who lives remov'd from her he dearest lovei! 



AMORET. 
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la cruel Absence doom’d past joys to mourn, 
And think on hours that urill no more return* 
Oh ! let me ne’er the panes of Absence try; 
Save me from Absence, Love! or let me die. 


AMORET. 


Fair Amoret is gone astray. 

Pursue and seek her ev’ry lover; 
ril tell the signs by whic^ you may 
The Rand'ring shepherdess discover, 

II. 

Coquette and coy at once her air. 

Both stady’d, tho’ both seem neglected ; 
Careless she is, with artfhl care 
Affecting to seem unacted. 

HI. 

With skill her eyes dart er’iy gtanoe* , 
Yet change so soon you’d ne’er suspect ’em. 
For she’d persnade they wesnid by chance, 
Tho’ certain aim and art direct ’em. 

IT. 

She likes herself, yet others hates 
For that whidi in herself she priaes; 

And while she langhs at them, forgets 
She is the thing Ihat she despises. 
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liESBIA. 

HEN Lesbia lint 1 saw so heav'niy fair» 

With eyes no brig^ht, and with that awful air, 

1 thought my heart, which durst so high aspire, 
As bold as his who snatch'd celestial fire ; 

But soon as e'er the beauteous idiot spoke, 

Forth from her coral lips such folly bro]|'^ 

Like balm the trickling nonsense heal'd my ^ound. 
And what her e^es enthrall'd her tongue unbound. 


DORIS. 

Doris a nym|)li of riper age, 
lias cv'ry grace and art; 

A wise itltferver to engage 
Or wound a heedless hefirt. 

Of native blush ai|cl,4rosy dye 
Time has her cheek bereft. 

Which makes Ibe prudexit nymph supply 
With paint th' injurious thCft. 

Her sparkling cyps she still retains. 
Anti teeth, in good repair. 

And her well-fuiiiish'd front dizains 
To grace with borrow'd hair. 

Of size she is not short nor tall, 

And does to fat iucline 

No more than what the French would call 

Atmablc embonpoint. 
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Further, her person to disclose 
1 leave — let it suffice 
She has few fault* but what she knolrs, 

And can with skill disgiuse. 

She many lovers has refus'd 
With many more compJy^ 4 >* ' 

Which like her clothef, when little us*d. 
She ala ays la,>s aside. 

She's one wlio looks with great contempt 
On each affected creature. 

Whose nicety would seem exempt 
From appetites of nature. 

She thinks they want or health or sense 
W ho want an inclioatioo. 

And therefore never takes offence 
At him who pleads his passion. 

Whom she refuses she treats still 
W^ith BO much sweet behaviour, 

*1 hat her refusal, thro’ her skill. 

Looks almost like a favor. 

Since she this softness can eiqpRM 
To those whom she rejects, 

^he must be very fond, you'll gaatf 
Of such whom she affecU. 

But here our Dori^ far outgoes 
All that her sex have done; 

She no regard for custom knows, 

V\ hich reason bids her shun. 

By reason her own reason's meant,* 

Or, if 30U pleaac, her will? 
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For when this lut If discoBtent« 

The first is seirM but ill. 

PecalieTy therefore, is her waj^ 
Whether bj Nature taught 
I shall not undertake to saj. 

Or bj experience bought. 

But who o'er ni^t obtain'd her grace. 
She can next day disown. 

And stare upon the strange man’s face 
As one she ne’er had known. 

So well she can the truth disguise. 
Such artful^ wcmder frame. 

The lorer or distrusts his eyes. 

Or thinks *twas all a dream. 

Some censure this as lewd and lew. 
Who are to bounty blind i 
For to foriget what we bestow 
Bespeaks a noble.ihind. 

Doris onr tiwhs nor asks nor needs. 
For all her t^iupn done 
From her lore lows, as light proceeds 
Spontaneous from the son. 

On one or other still her fires 
Display their genial force. 

And she, like Sol, alone retires, 

Ta shine elsewhere of course. 
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A HYMN TO HARMONY, 
iir HoiroR OB 

ST. CECILIA»S DAY, MDCCI. 

Set to Music hy Mr. John Ecclea. 

1 . 

O harbidnt ! to thee we sin^. 

To thee the grateful tribute brin^ 

Of sacred verse and sweet resounding lajs, 
Thj aid invoking while thy pow’r we praise. 
All hail to thee 
Atf>pow*rful Harmonj ! 

Wise Nature owns thj undisputed swaj. 

Her wondrous works resigning to care | 
The planetarj orbs thj rule obejr. 

And tuneful roll unerring in their UMJ, 

Thy voice informing each melodioip i^beie. 

CHORlTa^ 

*• All hail to thee 
All powerful Harmony 1’ 

Thy voice, O Harmony ! with awful sound 
Could penetrate th* abyss pcofeund, 

Explore the realms of racicat Night, . 
And seands the living source of unboisi> light. 
Confusion beard thy voice and fled, * 

And Chaos deeper plung'd hia vunqnish'd h e ed 

M 2 
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Then didst thou. Harmony! g:ive birth 
To this fhir form of heav'n and earth ; 

Then all those shining worlds above 
In mystic dance began to move 
Around the radiant sphere of central fire, 

A never-ceasing never-silent choir. 

CHORUS. 

‘ Confusion heard thy voice and fled, 

* And Chaos deeper plung’d his vanquish'd hrud.’ 
nr. 

Thou only. Goddess ! first couldst tell 
The mighty charms in Numbers found, 

And didst to heav’niy minds reveal 
The secret force of tuneful sound. 

When first Cyllenius form'd the lyre. 

Thou didst the god inspire ; 

When first the vocal shell he strung, 

To which the Muses sung, 

Then first the Moses song; melodious strains d polio 

pHjV,- 

And music first begun by thy auspicious aid. 
Hark, hark ! again Urania sings ; 

Again Apollo strikes the tremfoling string* ; 

And tee ! the list’ning deities around 
Attend insatiate, and devour the sound. 

GOORUB. 

< Harkr bark ! again Urania sings ; 

* Again ApoUo strikes the trembling strings f 

* And we the lUt^niog deities around 

« AueMteMtiate^and devour the spund.* 



mrvng vo ilarmont. 


1«5 


IT. 

Descend, Urania, heavenly fair ! 

To the relief of this afflicted world repair ; 

Fee how, with various woes oppress’d. 

The wretched race of men is worn ; 

Consum’d with cares, with doubts distress’d. 

Or by conflicting passions tom. 

Ecason in vain employs her aid, 

The furious Will on Fancy waits, 

While Eeason, still by hopes or fears betray’d. 
Too late advances or too soon retreat^. 

Music alone with sudden charms can bind 

The tA and 'ring sense, and calm the ttoublcd rakid. 

cnontrs. 

* Music alone with sudden charms can bind 
*‘Tbe waud’ring sense, and calm the troubled mind.’ 


Begin the pow’rful song, ye sacred Nine ! 
Your instruments and voices join; 

Harmony, peace, and sweet desire. 

In ev'ry breast inspire x 

Revive the melancboly drooping IwNirfc, 

And soft repose to restless thoughta impart. 
Appease the wrathful mind. 

To dire reveng# and death inclin'd ; 

With balmy soundahis boUing blood ammfa, 
d«d melt to mild remorso hit hmnipg inger 
M 3 
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*Ti!i done 1 and now tumultuous passions c^ase. 
And all IB hush'd, and. all is peace : 

The wearj world with welcome ease is blest, 

By music lull'd to pleasing* rest. 

CHORUS. 

‘ *Tis done ; and now tumultuous pa<)aion^e39e, 

* And all is hush'd, and all is peace : 

* The weary wotld with welcome ease is blest, 

< By music lull'd to pleasing rest.’ 


VI. 

Ah ! sweet repose, too soon eYpiring ! 

Ah I foolish Man 1 new toils requiring i 
CufB'd ambition, strife pursuing, 

Wakes the world to war and ruiu. 

See, see ! the battle Is prepar'd ! 

Behold Ae hero comes ! 

Loud tnimpets with shriil fifes arc heard. 

And hoarse-resounding drums. 

War, with discordant notes and jarring noise. 
The hannonj of Peac» destroys. 

CHORUS. 

* War, with dtacordant notes and jarring noise, 
< The harmony of Peace destroys.* 

VII. 

See<theibnakea fair, with itreamiDg eyes, 

|ler paetifig- lover mown ; 
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Mic weeps, she sighs, dc^jcirs, and dies^ 

And watchful wastes the lonely livelong nights, 

i^ewailing past delights 

'J’hat may no more, no, never piorc, return. 

<) ! sooth 1 k*i cares 
^ith softest sMectest airs, 

Till virtorj and peace restore 

Her faithful lover to her tender breas% 

M ithin her folding arms to rest, 

Thence never -to be parted more, 

Ao, never to be pa: led more. 

CHORUS. 

* Let victory and peace rcstote 

* llur faithful lover to her tender breast, 

* Within her foldin*;: arms to rest, 

* 'I'hence never to he parted more, 

* No, never to l>e parted more/ > 

vni. 

F nough, Urania ! hcav’nly fair I 
!v«w to thy native skies repair. 

And rule again the starry sphere | 

Cecilia comes with holy rapture filFd, 

To ease the world of care. m 

( ccilia ! more than all the Muses skilPd \ 
^bcebiis himself to her must yield, 

And at her feet lay down 

iJis gdldcn harp and lanrel croirn* 



Tile soft eaenrate I.yre it drown'd 
In the delp organ's more majestic pound. 

In pealf tte swelling notes ascend the skies. 
Perpetual breath the swelling notes supplies^ 
And, lasting as her name 
Who form'd the tuneful frame. 

Th* immortal music never dies. 

OUAVD CHORUS. 

* Cecilia ! more than all the Muses skill'd ! 

* PhffibuB himself to her must yield, . 

* And at her feet lay down 

* His golden harp and laurel crown. 

* The soft enervate lyre is drown'd 

* In the deep organ's more majestic sound. 

* In peals tlie swelling notes ascend the skies, 

* Perpetual breath the swelling notes snpplies, 

* And, lasting as her name 

* Who form'd the tuneful frame, 

« Th’ immorial music never dies.’ 


occAiioirxo oir a 
LADY’S 


■ATIVG WRIT VnUBS IH COHIIBlfDATIOir 09 A 

poBsf wnon was writtbh in fraub of 

ANOTHER LhDT. 

FIarr Is the teak, and bold the ^dvenfroua 
flight. 

Of him nho dam ia pniie of Beaoty write. 



TEnSES OR LADT GETIlllV. 




For when to that high theme our thoughts ascend, 
Tis to detract, too poorly to commend : 

And he who, praising Beauty, does no irvong, 

May boast to, be successful in his song ; 

But v.'heo the fjir themselves approve his lays, 
And one accepts, and one vouchsafes to praise, 
Hin wide ambition knows no further bound, 

Nor CciD his Muse with bright^er fame be crown'd. 


VERSES 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

GRACE, LADY GETHIN, 

OCCASIONED BY READING HER DOOK, ENTITLED 
RELiqo^ GETOlNIANf. 

Aftlr a painful life in slwly spent. 

The l(-:iiii’d themselves their ignorancedaineDt ; 

And aged men, whose live.s exceed the space 
hic-li seems Che bound prescrib'd to mortal race, , 
Witli hoary heads their short experience grieve. 
As doom'd to die before they’ve leto'd to live : 

Fo hard it is true knowledge to athno, 
t'o frail is life, and froitJess bninaii pain ! 

Whoe'er on thia rcflectst and then beholds, 

With strict attention, what this Book unfolds. 
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With admiration struck^ shall question who 
So very Ion; oould live so much to know ? 

For BO complete the timsh'd pijcc appears. 

That leammi: seems combin’d with length oF 
years, 

And both, improv’d by purest wit, to reach 
At all that study or that time can teach. 

But to what height must his amazement 
When, havhig read tlie Work, he turns his eyes 
Again to View the foremost op'ning page. 

And there the beauty, sex. and tender age. 

Of her beholds, in whose pure mind arose 
Th’ ethereal source from whence this current 
flows 1 

When prodigies appear our reason fails, 

And superstition o’er philosophy prevails. 

Some hear'nly minister we straight conclude. 

Some angeUmind with female form endu'd* 

To make a short abode on earth, was sent, 
(Where no perfection can be permaneut) 

And having left her bright example here. 

Was qnick ftcall'd, and bid to disappear. 
Whether around the riirone eternal hymns 
^le emgSt-amid the choir of serapbimt. 

Or some refulgent star informs and guides. 

Where she, the'hless’d iateliigence, preiidea. 

Is not for us to imam who here remalii. 

For *twere as impiinis to inquire as vain ; 

And all we ought or con, to this dark state. 

Is wfaut wa taaiu admir’d to todtate. 
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WRFrrEN AT TUNBMDGB WMUM, 

ON 3VUSS TEMPLE, 

AFTERWARDS LADY OF SIR THOMAS LYTTELTON. 

Leave, leave the drawing-room. 

Where flowers of beauty us'd to bloom ; 

The nymph that’s fated to o'eroome , " 

Now triumphs at the Wells. 

Her shape, and air, and eyes. 

Her face, the gay, the grave, the wise, 

The beau, in spite of box and 'dlifte, 
Acknowledge, all excels. 

Cease, cease, to ask her name. 

The crowned Muse’s noblest theme. 

Whose glory by immortal fame 
Shall only sounded be. 

But if you long to know. 

Then look round yonder AaaaKag now t 
Who most does like an angel show. 

Yon may be sure *tis she. 

See near those sacred s|lrhigs. 

Which care to fiell diseases brfagVt 
(As ancient fiune of Ida sh^) 

Three godtessa appear \ 
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MISClltLANlLS. 


I^calth, glory, two possest ; 

third w^th charming heanty blest^ 
So iklr, that heaven and earth confer t 
She conquer^ every where. 


Like her, this charmer now 
Makes every love-tick gazer how ; 
Nay, ev*n old age her power allow, 
And baiUBh’d flames recall. 
Wealth can no trophy rear. 

Nor glory now the garland wear: 
To beauty every Paris here 
Devotes the golden ball. 


AN IMPOSSIBLE THING. 


To thee, dear Diok, this tale 1 send. 

Both as a crHic and a friend. 

1 tell it with some variation 
<Not altogether a translation) 

From La Fontaine i an author, Dick, 

Whose Mnse would touch thee to the quick. 
The salyect is of that saqie kind^ 

To whkfli thy heart seems most iacUn'd ; 
How verse may alter it, Cwd hno|^ t 
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f'O, Bilhout prcfuce, or pretence. 

To hold thee long^er in suspense, 

1 shall proceed, as I am able. 

To the recital of my fable. 

A Goblin of the merry kind. 

More black of hue, than curst of mind. 

To help a lover in distress, 

Contriv’d a charm tsiih such success. 

That in short space the cmel dame 
Relented, and return’d his flame. 

The bargain, made betwixt them both, 

Was bound by honor and by oath : 

The lover laid down his salvatiqi^ 

And Satan stak’d his reputation. 

The latter promis’d on his part 
(To serve his IFiriend, and show his art,) 
That madam should by twelve o’clock, 
Though hitherto as hard as rock, 

Become as gentle as a glove. 

And kiss and coo like any dove. 

In short, the woman thonld be his. 

That is upon, conditioii— Yiz. 

That he, the lover, after tasting 
What ope would wish were everlasting, 
-Should m rtitwfti for snob ciyoyiBent, ^ 
Supply the fiend with ftesb employment : 

« That’s all,’ quoth Pogi ' my popr request 

* Is, only, never to have rest. 

• You theilllljl; *tis tike, with reason too. 
That 1 itold have beat serv'd, not yon : 

w 
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^ * But wliat ? up^n mj friend impose \ 

‘ No— thong-h a devil, none of those. 

* Yohr business then, praj understand me, 
‘ Is nothing more but to command me. 

* Of one thing onl^ let me warn ye ; 

* Which somewhat nearly may concern ye : 

* As soon as e*er one ivorlc. is done, ^ 

* Straight name a new one ; and so on : 

* Let each to other quick succeed, 

* Or else— you know how ’tis agreed — 

‘ For if through any hums or haws 

‘ There haj^ nn intervening pause, 

* In which^^pi* 4lhat of fresh commands, 

* Your slave eAwequious idld stands, 

* Nor soul nor body ever more 

* Shall serve the nymph whodi you adore ; 

* But both be laid at Satan's feet, 

* To be dispos'd as he thinks meet.’ 

At once the lover all approves ; 

For who can hesitate that loves ? 

And thus he argues in his thought : 

* Why, after all, 1 venture nought ; 

■ What mystery is hi commanding 7 

Does that require much understanding 7 

* Indeed, Wft my part to obey, 

* He'd go the better of the lay : 

*■ But he must do what I think fit — 

^ Pshaw, pshaw^ young Belgebiib is Ut.* 
Thus pleas'd ia uodnd, he calls a dlalr. 
Adjusts, and oemlw, and courts the fair : 
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The ipell takes ^lacc, and all f^oes rig^ht. 
And happ^ he employs the night 
Jn sweet embraces, balmy kisses. 

And riots in the bliss of blisses. 

‘ O joy/ cried be, * that has no equal P 
But hold— no raptures — ^mark the sequel. 
For now, when near the morning’s dawn. 

The youth began as *twere to yawn t 
His eyes a silky slumber seia’d. 

Or would hajre done, if Pug had pleas’d 
But that offlcious Daamon near. 

Now buaz'd for business in his ear : 

In haste, he names a thonsand tbJggai 
The goblin plies his wicker wingv 
And in a trice returns to ask 
Another and another task. 

Now palaces are buHt and towerSf 
The worik of ages in few bears. 

Then storms are in an rais’d. 

Which the next moosent are appeased. 

Now showers of gold and gems are min'd. 

As if each India ha# been drain’At 
And he, in one astonish’d view, 

Sees both Goloonda and Pern. 

These things, and stranger things than these. 
Were done with equal speed and ease* 

And now to Rome poor Png he’ll send i 
And Png Soon reach’d hb journey’s end. 

And soon ratnni’d with ■ach a pack 
Of bulls and paidoas at kb banks 
w 2 
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now the ’Squire (who had some hope 
111 hol^r water and the pope) 

Was out of heart, end at a stand 

hat next to wish, and what command ; 
Invention flag^s, his brain grows mudd^, 
And black despair succeeds brown stud^^. 

In this distress the woeful ^^outh 
Acquaints the nymph with all tlte truth, 
her counsel, for whose sake 
Both soul and body were at stake* 

* And is this all ?’ replies the fair : 

* Let me alone to cure this care. 

* When next^nr Daemon shall appear, 

‘ Pray give him^look, what I hold here, 

* And bid him labor, toon or late, 

‘ To lay these ringlets lank and strught." 
Then something scarcely to be seen, 

Ifcr dnger and her thumb between 
She held, and sweetly smiling, cry'd, 

* Your Goblin's skiH shad! now be try’d.* 

She said | and gave^^wlhit shall 1 call 
That thing so sbiniDg, crisp, and knoall. 
Which round his huger strove to twine ^ 
J\. tendril of the Cyprian Tine f 
Or spring from Cytherea’s grove ; 

Shade of the labyrinth of love ? 

With awe, he now takes from h^ hand 
That fleeceolike flower of fairy^ land : 

IiCBs precious, whilom, was a fleece 
* Which drew the Argonauts from Greece s 
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Or that, which modem ages bcc 
The spur and prize of diivalrj. 

Whose curli of kindred texture j^ace 
Heroes and kings of Spdflhish race. 

The spark prepar’d, and Pug at hand. 
He issues, thus, his strict command : 

* This line, thus curve and thus orbicular, 

< Render direct, and perpendicular ■ 

* But so direct, that in no sort 

* It ever may in rings retort. 

< See me no more till this be done : 

* Hence, to thy task — ayaunt, be gone.* 

Away the fiend like lightning flies. 

And all his wit to work applies : 

Anvils and presses he employs, 

And dins whole hell with hanunerim^ noise. 
In vain : he to no terms can bring 
One tw||^ of that reluctant thing ; 

Th* elastic fibre mocks & pains. 

And its first spiral form retains. 

New stratagems the sprite oontrives, 

And down the depths of sea be dives t 

* This sprant iu pertness sure will lose, 

< When l|fd (said he) to soak in ooae.* 
Poor fbolJth fiend ! he little knew 
Whence Venus and her garden grew* 

Old Ooeen^ with paternal waves 

The child of his enm bed receives ( 

Which oft as dipt ^ Ibne exerts. 

And in more vigntons carls imrts. 

n 5 
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ft wlien to earth Alcides flun^ 

The hu^e Anteeus, whence he sprung^. 

From cverj full fresh str^^th he gain’d. 
And isith new life the fij^ht maintain’d. 

The baffled Ooblin grows perplex’d, 

Nor ],iio\^s what slight to practise next: 

The more he tries, the more he fails $ 
l^r I harm, nor art, nor force avails. 

But all concur his ^ame to show, 

And more exasperate the foe. 

And now he pensive turns and sad. 

And looks like ipelanchoKc mad. 

He rolls his eves now off, no^ on 
That wonderful phaBOOtnenon. 

Sometimes he twists and twirls it round. 
Then, pausin^f^meditates protbund : 

No end he sees of his surprise. 

Nor what it should he cdh devise : 

For never was y^t woof or feather, 

That could stand buff a^iost all weadier ; 
And unrolax’d, like this, rhsist 
Both wind and rain, and snow and mint. 
What stuff, ot^ whence, or how ’twas mx^/ 
What spinster which could spin sneh tm^ad, 
lie nothing koe#^ hut, to his cost. 

Knew all his fame and labor lost. 

Subdu'd, abash’d, he gave it o^er s 
Tis said, he blush’d"; ’tis sure'lie swore 
Not all the wiles that hell coidd hatch 
Could conquer that superb Mustach, 
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Defeated thus, thus discontent, 

Back to the man the Daemon vent : 

* I grant,* quoth be, * qi|| contract null, 

* And give jou a dischaiige in full. 

* But tell me now, in name uf wonder, 

* (Since I so candidly knock utkleT) 

‘ What IS thisi thing ? Where conld it grow ? 
‘ Pray lake it — ’tia in statu quo. 

* Much good inay*t do you ; (or my part, 

* I wash my hands of’t from my heart.* 

‘ In truth, Sir Goblin or Sir Fairy,’ 
Beplies the lad, * you’re 4oo soon weary. 

* What, leave this flailing task undone ! 

* And think *Bt thou this the only one ? 

* Alas ! were this subdu’d, thou'dst hud 

* Millions of more such still bebiihit 

* Which might employ, ev’n to eternity, 

* Both you and all your whole fraternity.’ 


TKS 

PEASAST IN SEARCH OF HtS HBfSIl. 

A TALK AVTEE ll< DE LA^VOKTAIlfB. 

It so befel : a silly swain 

Bad sought his hdffer long in rain i 

For wantoD she had frisking stray'd. 

And left the Uwii» to seek the shade. 
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ArAuid the plain he rolls bis eyes. 

Them to the -wood in haste he hies ; ^ 

Where, riogliag out tl^ fairest tree. 

He clfanbB, in hopes to Mfemr or see. 

Anon, Hiere chanc’d that way to pass 
A jolly lad and buxom lass x 
The i^ace mas apt, the pastime pleasant j 
Occasion mith her forelock present i ^ 

The ^irl agog, the gfallant ready c 
So lig^htly down he lays my IdUy. 

But so she turn’d, or so was laid. 

That she some certain charms display’d. 
Which with such wonder strupk his sight 
(With wonder, much { more, with delight) 
That loud he cry’d in rapture, * What ? 

* What see I, Sods I What see 1 not !’ 

But nothing ni£i*d i fitom, whence ’tis guess’d, 
’Twas more than well oould be expreu’d. 

The down aloft, who lent an ear. 

Straight stopt him short in mid career ; 

And louder cry’d, * Ho ! honest fxiend, 

* That of thy seeing sees’t no end| 

* Dost see the heifer that 1 seek ? 

< If dMt, pi^ be so kind to speak/ « 
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EPIGRAM 

' written after the PEG|tA8E OF URf. ARABEIXA 
HUNT, 

Under her Picture drawn pli^ng on a Lute. 

Were there on earth another vo;ce like thine. 
Another hand so bless'd with skill divine, , 

The late afflicted WQ^d some hopes might have. 
And harmony retrieve thee from the grave. 


EPIGRAM 

ON THE SIGANEBS OF MADAM MOHUN, AND 
MR. CONGREVE. 

One fatal day, a sympathetic fire 
heizM him that writ, and her that did inspire. 
Mohiui, the Muses' theme, their master Congreve, 
Ueauty and wit, had like to've lain in one grave. 


EPITAPH 

UPON ROBERT HUNTINGTON OP STANTON BAR- 
COURT, ESq. AND ROBERT BIB SON. 

T BIS peaceful tomb does now contain 
Father and son together laid. 
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Wbose liyiDi^ Tirtaet iludl remain 
When they and this are quite decayed. 

What man shovld be, to ripeneii growtit 
And finish'd worth should do or shun. 

At fiill was in the fisther shown. 

What youth could promise in the son. 

But Death, obdurate, boih destroy'd 
The perfect ftqit and op'mn^ Ibud ; 

First seiz'd those sweets We had enjoy'd. 
Then robb’d us of the coming good. 



US 


IMITATIONS. 


IK IMlTATfOK or 

HORACE, LIB. I. ODE IX. 
FUfutaUa, &c. 


I. 

BLBit me I *tu cold $ how diill the air t 
How naked does the world appear ! 

But Hue (bigf with the offiprin^ of the North) 

The teeming clouds brioj^ forth i 
A show’r of soft and fleecy rain 
Falls, to new-clothe the world again. 

Behold the moimtatn-tops around. 

As if with fiir ^ eimineH crown’d i 
And, lo ! how bj degrees 
The universal fnancle hides the tieef 
In hoary flakes which downward fly, ^ 

As if it were the autumn of the sl^ 1 
Trembling the groves sustain the wiit and ban 
Like aged limbs, whidh fimblj go 
Beneath a vencimble hand of now^ 
u. 

Diflhsive cold does the whole dulh Invade, 

Like a disease thro* all its veins *tis spread; 

And each Ute living stream is numb'd and dead. 
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B melt the |PMe& houce, make warm the air 
Let oheerfiil flilii SoVs feeble beams rejTdiii 
Fill the larfffkowl ^th Bparklias wne , 

Let’s dri|4E^iiU oar owd faces shine, 

Till ^eiike suns appear. 

To li|^t and warm the hemisphere. 

‘Wiite can dispense to all both light and heat, - 
They are with wine incorpoi ite ; ^ 

That pow rful juice, with which no cold daics 

DUX, 

Which still is fluid, and no frost can4x 
Let that but in ebundauce flow, 

And let it storm and thunder, hail and snow , 

’Tis heav n's cowem ; and let it be 
The care of heaven still for me t 
Those wmds, which rend thr oalu and plough the 
seas, 

Great Jove can, if he pleaqe. 

With one commaoda^ M>d appekw. 

in* 

Seak Bel|to to-morrDW’'s doom , 

That is ^iuch is to come. 

The present momenCs all oar ilbie i 
The ndkt should Beav’a allow. 

Then this will bey moret 
So aH^tnr bfe fd^lfn one motint now. 

Lodfc on eaoh pujit 

To M a inifh^ BciMitt wbn I 
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And lay eadi moment^at io haiti^ t 
We're sure to too fast, 

And cannot live ibb soon. 

Youth does a thousand pteasures brfns:i 
Which from decrepit age will fly. 

The flow'rs that flourish in the spring. 
In Winter's cold embraces die. 


IV. 

Now Love, that everlasting boy ! invites 
To revel while you may in soft delights t 
Now the kind nymph yields ail her chantts, 

Nor ^fields in vain to yonthfhl avtais. 

Slbwly she promises at a^ht to meet. 

But eagerly prevents the hour with swlftdr feet : 
To gloomy graves and obscure shades sbe flics. 
There veils the bright confession of dim e^reix 
Unwillingly she stays, 

Would more namilliSigllf depart. 

And in soft sight oonv^s 
The wUqien of her heart. 

Still she invites ni^U denies. 

And vows she'll leaTB yon if yoc'ieadhp 
Then fVoin her a n rlsher she flies. 

But flies to he pursddi 

If from hit eight she does herself convey. 

With a feign'd laagh the>BiU henelf betiti^^ 
And ennniagly dastrnet hhn In lhn%ay. 


coiranEvn. 



miV^Tioin. 




STmAS 

nf iMiT4Tioif dr 

HORAC£, LIB. n. ODE XIV. 

Eheu fitted, PotOume^ PoBlkume, 
Labuniur amd^ &c. 


f. 

Ab ! no, *tii all ia vain, beliere me 'tii, 

TkU pUnH ditiAoe : 

Not ell these praf 'rs and alms can bur 
One moment tow*ird eternity. 

Eternity i that beundleu race 
Which Time hinuelf can never nm, 

(Soift as be flies with an unwearied pace) 

Which, when ten t h an si aci tbensMMl years are 
done, 

la still tfie aane, and itUl to be beipia. 

Fin’d are those limits wbieli presoiflbe 
A short extent to the nmet lastbiip breaths 
AaAtho* Iboii conldst fivr samMon 1^ down 
MBifeBs o^mtber lives to sawa thj own, 

*Twere frnitleu all i not all wodlfl bribe 
dbrn-snpenuuneiaiy gasp tem Death. 

o. . 

In rain’a thy inexhansted atom 
Of wealth. In vain tbj pow'r t 
Iby honors, titles, all mast fidi. 

When piety Itself can nongfat avail. 
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The rich, the great, ihe hifcomt, and juit. 

Must all be hudiHtd to the grave 
With the most vfte avd ignoasiiiloiks dave, 

And undisthigiiish'd Ue in deat. 

In vain the fearful flies alarms. 

In vain he is secure from wounds of arms. 

In vain avoids the faithless sei.i, 

And is confined to home and ease. 

Bounding his knowledge to extend his dajrsi 
In vain are all those arts we trj, 

All our evasions and regKt to diet 
From the ooaCagion of mortally 
^o dime is piuoreio air is fceei 
And no retreat 

Is so obscure as to be hid from Fate. 

lU. 

Thou must, alas 1 thou mnat, mj FHead, 

(The vei 7 hour tbon now dost spend 
In studying to dfM hHagawa thj end) 

Thou muac fbingo tha dhfefMt^fays cfTttbp 
l.eave the wank iuanm thy ten der irift# 

And all the tedlbli>ldv*d edhpring of bar wonli^ 
To moalder in libe oold ambmoas of aiamb. 

All mustbeleA^^aad aU be loeti 

Thy hansa, whosa stately stractuia so maih eas^ 

Shalt not afhrd 

Ream for tha etiiiichig careast of its lord. 

Of all thy pteasent ga iddb s , giwls, and bow*rs, 
Thyaostlyfraits, 1% ftr-dhtoh'd piaaitandflon^ 
Naagbt Shalt thou fliifa, 

a S 



ftHTATiom. 



Then shall thy loag-expectinf heir 
A joyful mounuDg wear. 

And not in the waate of that eitate 
Which thou hast taken so much paias to get : 
All thy hid stores he shall unfold. 


And set at large thy dative 
That precious wiae, condeiito*4|p w ip P 
To TaulU and free I 

Bury'd alive tha^^SwVries 


Again shall rife. 


Again its sparkling snrfaoe sfaoir. 
And free as element fgofmfily iair. 


With such high fos^ ato forth his feasts, 

That Caidinnls sM ^ 4fo be lii» guests, 

^ papperM p aefo i i a-i i e 
Theaiselfee W(iein4k4iKpuj« 






n’5o 


TRAWSUkTIOKB. 


Heedless ym thro^ Ttrloiis rooms of state, 
Hoia o| t yn aoe l siig ishere the hero sat| 

There at a feast the good old Priam found 
Jove's best belov'd, wifii all his chiefs around : 
Two were t' attend his persoi4|»l||ic'd, 
Antomedon and Alcjmus ; the rest V 

At greater distance greater state exprest. j 
Priam, nnsee^hy these, his way pursu'd, 

And first imt, aH'imss by Achilles view'd: 

About his knce| his trembling arms he cast. 

And agoniz&g graop'd, and held 'enij^t ; 

Then caught his hands, and kiss'd and pihss'd ’em 
close, * 

Those hands, th* inhuman authors of his wOes t 
ttmobandst whose wirelenting force had cost 
Much of hh IMifi (for aasiy sons he lost), 
lifotas a wiiwteli who has a murder done, 


lAhl'^iaokh^ relldie d«t^ from jmttioe rtm, 
*]Wrhigwomfi boose hi where he's unknown, 

Achilles t „ . 

^IWHitoke Prfoia's loj^ i 

Chdh other gnfi'fo 

HlMMsMe, yetweemM to f«s (twir eyes, 



*Bhlio«7i^ 



•pokei 
AcIMmU 

-a ^maJLa m 

■v giVPU om • 

to^oame, 
^pe r stot^l 


Priam’s lamentation. ]5l 

* So farrow'd one his efaeeks, «o whil« Jiu bail*» 

‘ Such ond so maa^r his decliniiig years : 

* Could yon iaM^iiie (hut that oamot be) 

‘ Could yon inagfine such his misery 1 

* Yet it may oome when he shall be op^festv 

‘ And neighb’rinfi^ pnnees lay bis country waste i 

* Ep'n at this time perhimM soma^werfnl foe, 

* Who will no mercy, no compassion, show, 

* Ent’rinff his palace, sees hhn feebly fly, 

* And seek pnteetkm where no help is niffh;. , 

* In Tain he may your fatal absence monm, 

* And wish in Tain for yonr delay’d retaim : 

* Yet thflt be hears you lire is some relief i 

* Soa# j hdi es wUeviato his ezeem flf frief i 

* It glaflitiiif soul to think he once aaey tee 

* His much^loT’d son i would that were gmetidlifll^ 

* But 1, most wretched 1! of all bereft! 

* Of fdl my worthy dens how flaw pm JflM 

* Yet fifty floeily youthwi bed to beeaft, 

« When first abO'ISredbs torn ded lUew’aotosM^ . 

* Nineteen, toe jeyfbihMtoeC doe wMNlW^ 

* Merciless Wer this dw m H en w fiht » it 

* And tbeir sttoMfi nerr ss to^dtatolMiBailMlifill^ 

« gpimee^ea 

‘ i — i fc- M f i ly i i w 

* Amt to ci ii i ,l i i i# Mr i wwj i of e— H ) I«M woe,** 

* Hia 70* IM lMnw ’4 w 400 1 
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TlLAMMJiTIOira. 


** For his hither am I come ; 

* Hich ffifts 1 hriiiff, aad wealdi an endless awn, 

* All to redeem that fkfal prise you won ; 

* A worthless raasom for so brave a son. 

* Feacilhe just god^ Achilles |^ni on me 
^ With pi^ look t think jou your ihther set : 

< Such as 1 am he iif eloae in this, 

* I can no equal Jmrc in nusertes ; 

* Of all mankind most wMtched and forlorn, 

* Bow*d with spdi weiclkMis war hapj^been borne j 

* RediMM to Kneel and praj to jon»^qm whom 
' The sprinf and souroe of all my tonpows come t 

* With fifts to oouit pine and my eesppgr'a bane, 

< Aad kiss thiae Isandt trhibh have nay ehlMien 

BUm.* ^ 

niiinke . 

How sadhem oSia* AchiHes* fue appears, 

Mpn hn eiiewb mA Ibr’hia Ihtber ftars i 
XMt and e n pf aas iip itolt him into tears. 

Tlton tenlly wtoh hb M he pnt away 


OU FsipnVftnni bpi hnellll pip i toihi 
4hi4lPto wito tWtoM siiha aftfp^ 
To pom dptoMpf Ma ilhAMi aen. 
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THE LAMSHTATlCmSt* 

6 p 

ANDROMACHE, HECUBA, AND HELEN, 

OVER THE SEAIh BOOT OP RBCTOR> 

Translaied from Greek tf WmMty «. 

Befuuuug at thU Llae, 
a Mfano m whH btihatro wSama im 
CoMcxiuk af flit with the farmer tram^^em^ 



T 

Nqw 4id t^fMBnan Umii hm 
Gil4wc 


Whw mwnt$m Wm I 

61 «w| J |)if «ot’Av I|« tlli^ ^ IIIPI^^ 

The millet heMath the mealed hw^ wh 

AahrnOfmimy mw m l 'mk^ 

SClitiiee lint jifric md 9it% 

Berftlhereedldmet int Bffeai^ ^ 

Then Heotoi't eor|«e estCBdedsD » bkr. 




TRAIMLATIOWS. 


ft* 

At which fa«r%siiBdleii ftrief loud cries bej^an, 
And thus lamenting thro* the streets she ran : 

* Hither, ye wretched Trojans ! hither all ; 

* .Beheld the fodlike Hector’s fuueral 

*"lf e’er yen went with joy to see hk fpmt 

* Adorn’d with conquest and with laurels home, 

* Aslefflhle now, his nmsom’4 body see, 

t What once waa all your joy now all your misery 1* 
She spake, and stiaitht the num’rons crowd 
qbey’d,^ > ; 

Nor maiihor woman in the city atayidh 
Common consent of p'ief had made *emA|m^ 
With dam’tons moan to Sesaas g^ate 
Thiere the ]o>s*4l eff their Heomf 
Which they with ioud and fredi lamea|l|fi frett. 

mpher mHl his tei4er wi4», 
WIM^lhPthiWidfhndefMd sliHhf 
iiwihtirrftay no modMnflnn knew, 
qdidly wnilip, to tho dhaiiot flew i 
Tihare strove the foUiof wheels to hold, while each 
AttamplM Afit his hRnfIdits oospco to inochi 
Akmd they heat thcir h tnorts andWre «M|irMr, 
Itendinr MPd wM Ihtiehe th^ 

Pm thRMK of nooflo ^ 

’ 

Who woaM hswo Mo liMMisd hU On 4ay» 

Bat frtom ftiii lieMriBhtosi, Mi iphOt 
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< Give waj to me, and yield the chariot roopt 

* Fint let me bear my Heotor*i body borne, 

* Then mosm your fill.^ At this the crowd fawe 

way, 

YieldiSj' like wavei of d divided aea. 

Idmiu to the palace drove, then laid, 

With care, the body on a sumptuoui bed, 

And round about were okitful lio^ers plac'd. 

Who wept, and sigh'd, and in lad notea mipdeaf'4 
Their moan ; all in a chorui did agree 
Of universal, mournful harmony : 

When first Andromache her passion broke, 

And thus (close pressing his pale cheeks) she spoke. 

AmmovacHc's LAMmTiTies. 

* O sty lost Husband I let me ever monm 

< Thy early fate and too untimely umi 

* In the fhll pride of youth tfay gloriea fhdo, 

* And thou bi ashes must with tbep he laid. 

* Why is thy heart thus asisasnUy tomi ■ 

* Why am 1 thus distiuss'dl wbj tims firidofnl 
« Am I'that wretohed tbta^s widow leftl 

« Why do I live who am of thee bemftl 
« Yet 1 were hlcss'd wen 1 ahrne uphMIUf j ^ 

* Alas 1 my Child ! where M au Iu|knhana7 

* CJnhapiiy Orphan I then fat mans aft 

* Why wwu you hura l-l nm i d rt | .bHi t *l» 

< For leuff oie «h^ ahult bu to uMpi|Bhl<ffV^< 

« Wide OcsolatioW will luy waste this tomb 
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* Who is thero now that can protection ^ve, 

* Sinoe he who was her stren^h no more doth live ? 

* Who of her revVend matrons will have care ? 

* Who save her children from the ra^e of war ? 

* For he to all fkther and husband wis, 

* And all ate orphans now, and wiiAtvi, by his loss. 

* Soon will the Grecians now insulting come, 

* And bear us captives to their distant home ; 

* 1, 4ith Biy child, must the same fortune share, 

‘ And all alfice be pris'ners of the war : 

* ’Mongst biiBe-bom wrotches he }>» lot must 

have, it 

* And be to some inhuman lord a slave ; 

*• Slse some avenging Greek, with fury fill'd, 

< Or for an only son or ibther kill'd 

* By Hector's hand, on him will vent bis rage, 

* And with Uv hlood his thirsty grief assuage j 

* For numy fidl by hit relentless hand, 

* Biting Bint ground which wit^ their blood was 

stain'd. , 

* Fierce was thy fttber (O my Child !) in war, 

* AM never did his foe in battle spare ; 

* Thence come these nff 'lings which somnbhhave 

cost, 

* Jf neb who to dll, bnt snte to me Bie most. 

* I saw him not when in the pangs of death, 

* Nor did my lipsIcfieiddiiiB latest btedOi. 

« Why hdld he M to me his dying biM f 

iBiy fdMd*4wefi I hb lost oommimd ? 
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* Something he would have said, had 1 hec^ 

there, 

* Which 1 ahould still in sad remembrance bear« 

‘ For I could nerer, never, words forget, 

'* Which night and da^ 1 should with tears repeat.' 

She spake, and wept afresh, when all around 
A general sigh diffus'd a mournful sound. 

Then Hecuba, who long had been oppvedt 
With boiling passions in her aged bren>t» 
Mingling her words with sighs and tears, begun 
A lamentation for her darling son. 


nsCUBA'a LAKElfTATlOir. 


* Hector ! my joy, and to my sonl inmre ddip 

* Than all my other nnm’roas issue werei 

< O my last comfort 1 and my beat belov'd I 

* Tbou at whose fall er’n Jove hlmaelf was mov'd, 

* And sent a god his dread commands to bear, 

* So fiu* thou wert high Hcav'n's peonlhur cma 1 

* From fierce Achilles' chain thy cofpie was 

fireedi 

* So kind a &te was for none else dacread: 

* My other sons, made pris'ners by his hands, 

* Were sold like slaves, and shipp'd to lhaeign 

iMMis, 

^ Thou, too, wert senleBC’d by h|| 
doom, 

* And dragg'd, when dead, aboit PattacUlf toaib, 
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« Hit loT'd Putroclui, whom thy handi had ^ 
‘ ilaiii, f 

* And jet that cruelty wai urg’d in vain, f 

* Since all could not restore his life again. 3 

* Nopr freth and glowing ev’n in de^ thou art, 

‘ And fair as he who fell hy PhAsua’ dart.* 

Here weeping Heenba her passion stay'd, 
4ndjiinivenial moan again was made ; 

' Wheat itelen's lamentation hers snpply’d, 
that fatal beauty cry’d. 

■ELEK’s LAMENTATIOml 


* O Ilector ! thou wert rooted in my heart, 

^ No brother there had half so large a part! 

' Not less tbpn twenty years are now pass’d o’er 

* Since Srst 1 landed on the Trojan shores 

* Since 1 sdlh gndUhe Paris Sed from home, 

* (Wodl9 1 ha^ djM before that day bad come) 

* In all sihich time (so gentle sras thy mind) 

* I ne^er could charge thee with a deed unkind ; 

* Not one untender word, or look of scorn, 

* Which 1 too often hate from others home; 


* But you from their reproach still set me free, 

* And haTe reprov’d their cruelty ; 

* Ifbjmy sisters or the queen revil'd, 

* (For the good king, like yon, was ever mild) 

* Tov kindpess still has all my grief beguil'd. 
^Veeln tdbri let me joar loss bemoan. 




no ftiead alive bat you alone* 
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* All will reproach me now where'er 1 pan, 

* Anti By with horror from my hated face.’ 

This saidf she wept, and the vRit throsd' irai 
mov’d. 

And with a gen’ral li^h her g^ricf approv'd: 

When Priam (who had beard the monrafa^ crowd) ' 
Rose from his seat, and thus he spake alond : 

* Cease your lamentings, Trojans ! for aWhflt/ 

‘ And fell down trees to build afun'ral'^li^l 

* Fear not an ambush by the Grecian laid, 

* For with Achilles twelve days truce 1 made. 

He spake, and all obey'd as with one mind i 
Chanots were brought, and mnles and oxen join'd | 
Forth from the city all the people went, 

And nine days* space was in that labor spenti 
The tenth a most stupendous pile they made. 

And on the top the oiaiilj Hector laid. 

Then gave it fire$ while all Witt wnpiag ejea 
Beheld the Rolling flames aad sasake atine. 

All night they wept, and all the aklk^ it bora'd f 
But when the rosy Mon wi|h day wtaiafdf 
About the pile the thanagh^ 

And with black wlaa qaanoh'd te* lam a iaiR f 

His brotbera then, aad frieoda, arareh'd eveiy 
where. 

And gadi'^Hi^ up bis snowy boaes with oiif , 
Wepto'er ’em i w^ua an ura of geld waa^brouff^. 
Wrapt in soft purple palls, aad richly wroivkt, 
r 2 
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nAintATtoifi^ 


In whidi the aacred aibea were interr'd. 

Then o*er hie a monument thej rear'd. 
Meantime »teoag guardi were plac'd, and careful 

To watch tile Oreciani, and preynC aurprise. 

JThe work once ended, all the feaort 
Of monnaog people wmit to Priam'a court ; 

^ntece thej refresh'd their weary limbs with real, 
End^g Ufc f|in*ral with a totemn feast. 
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HOMER'S 
HYMN TO VEVUS: 


TEANSULTED IffTO BEGLIIH TBME. 



TO «m i»4Dn. 


A'^jpainre in the lenrch after It, and a satiifaotion 
vfm Tindioation of it. 

Tfao* the beauties of this wnang poem, in the 
original, vant not even the name of Homer to re- 
commend them, and much less d^ps that mightj 
name stand in need of their reputation, yet if they 
are his, it is an iiyusllet to him to ascribe them to 
Vfij other ; and it is a hmedship to them to deprive 
them of the authority due to them, and to leave 
them to make their way thro* bad judgments pure- 
ly by their own merit. 

1 will not trouble the reader with the inquiry 
ray ouriosity led me to make in this matter; 1 
will only, give him one reason, of many, why 
dkcse Uyam may be reoetred for genuine. The 
most inagoeted of them ril is that to Apollo. 

it men almost enough to 
^ Jagitunate, to observe 
below him to copy 
boginniagof bis own 


anpposed to have 
of C^bis, who was 
a veiaea*. To oh- 
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Tiate which suppoiition wc only rq>Ij, thnt this 
very Hymn to Apollo is quoted twice by Thncydidei, 
in the third book of his history, and expressly 
quoted as ihc work of Homer. 

After his second quotation, which consists of 
about half a score verses, Thacydidcs observes, 
that in those verses Homer has made men- 
tion of himself: hence it is beyond question 
Thucydides believed, or rather was assured, it was 
the work of Homer. He might be very well mo- 
rallj^ assured of it, for he lived within four hun- 
dred years of Homer*, and that is no distance of 
time to lender the knowledge of such thin|r* cither 
uncertain or obscure in such a country as Greece, 
and to a man of such learning, power, and wisdoal, 
as our author. The learned Casaubon, in bis 
comment on a passage in the first book ofStrabof, 
takes the liberty to dissent SMto, and cites, 
as authority against him, part ofthp q p e tnti on made 
by Thucidides from the efbfe mentf ehad Hymn of 
Homer. Strabo says, Honmr lias made no 
tioB of what conntiy ha waa* Iqtannaf tte venes 
cited by Thucydides, liiMiaelf * Tlla 

* bliad man of rocky Wos^,* CWiiiftwV nota is 


• Mtroinnu m of blansel^ hutsffs, be w» Uut Aw 
buadtsd^lK after Hoaeer* TtacydMcs Wss caatsavexsip 


Wipi Hciudetas. 

t Strabo Uh. I. 


m Hoaeer* tbucydldcs wss caatsavexsip 

U!: •Tbc Miad nm wlio Uvea te 

[:iiidi.aiidwiioat BocmtshaUte la Mkaest 


t esmm eo all wai^y.* wlUdi ladaeU oaly fsosasfhsChe 
Melt ttacie, not be ww bora dwie. 



^ ^ lows t fn Hymno ApotUmU quern ego eur ie- 

a^uv contra autoritatem Tkucjfdidit 
camam nuUam aatU magnam video : in eo inquam 
hgmnOf heec de $e BomeruOt &ie. 

NoW| whether it be more feAomble, by the 
example of so learned a pan as Casaubon, to g:ire 
credit to the authority of Thucydides, the most 
frave, wise, faithful, and consummate historian 
that ever wrote, or to ^ireinto the scruples, con> 
jt^^ures, and suggestions of scholatists and gram- 
marians, 1 leave to the ditcsminaCion of each i«- 
l^tial reader. 



UOMER’S HYMN TO VENUS, 


Sing, Muse ! the force and all-informing firc' 

Of C;)prian Venus, goddess of desire ; 

Her charms th* immortal minds of gods can movey 
And tame the stubborn race of men to love : 

The wilder herds and mv*nous beasts of prey 5 
Her influence feel, and own ber kindly sway i 
Thro* pathless air and boundless ocean’s space 
She rules the feather’d kind a,nd finny racer 
Whole Nature on her eole support depends^ 

And far as life exists her care extends. K; 

Of all the num’rous host of gods aboTe, 

But three are found inflexible to love ( 

Hlue-ey’d Mmerva fVee preserves her heart* 

A virgin unbeguil’d by Cnpid’s art ; 

In shining arms the martini nudd delights* 13 
O’er war presides, and well-dh^nted fights i 
With thirst of fame she first the hero fir’d* 

And fii St the skill of useful arts inspir’d i 
Taught artists first the carvmg tool to wield* IP 
Chariots with brass to arm* and the fimoelhl 
9ie first taught modcstmaids ineaiij hloom CsMddi 
To ahnn the lazy lifie, and fpin* or p^ the leom. 

Diana pest the Pe^pbiap ^neen defies* 

Her smiliig pita and proflhr’d friepdship fliet t 
Mm level with wcU-mmUh’d hmads apd chmlhl 
hoip« ^ 

Or rilvi^fopiiiiipg Tdlgir, lo wphe the JUip, 
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To draw the bow, or dart the pointed gpear, 

Wdntad the mountain boar, or louse the woodland 
deer: 

Sopidtiniei of gXoomy ^ovee she lik^s the shades. 
And there of vir^ in-njmphs the #orus leads ; 30 
And sometimes seeks the toTrn, add leares the 
plains. 

And loTes society where Tirtue reigns. 

The third celestial pow’r averse to love 
Is Virgin Vesta, dear to mighty Jove, 

Whom Neptune songht to wed, and Phoebus wooM, 
And both with fruitless labor long purin’d; 36 
For she, severely chaste, rejected both. 

And bound her purpose with a solemn oath, 

A virgin life inviolate to lead 
She swore, and Jove assentfaig bow’d his head. 40 
But smce her rigid choice the joys deny’d h 
Of nuptial ritee, and blesdfasgs of a bride, > 

The bounteousJove with gifts tiiat want supply *d. j 
High on a throne riie she amidst the skies, 

And first is fed with fuiief of sacrifice i 45 
For holy rites to Vesta first are paid, 

A!nd on her ritar lirsl-findt oCriogs laid ; > 

So Jove oidaia’d in homw of the fluid. j 

Thete are the pow’fe above, and only these. 
Whom love and Cytherea’s arts display: 50 

Of other hniflgs noBC in earth or Aies^ 

^er force tesiats or k i u enne denies. 

With ease her dhanu the 7'baadnrar can bind, 
And^ tagKkabt vriA love A* alnUghty Mind t 
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£*en he, whose dread commaodk the j^odsobej, 55 
Submits to her, and owns superior sway ; 

EaslayM to mortal beauties by her pow*r, 

He oft’ descends his creatures to adore t 
While to conceal the theft fiom Juno’s eyes, 

Same well'dissembled shape the f^od belies ; 60 

Juno, his wife and sister, both in place 
And beauty first among th’ clheical race, 

Whom all transcending in superior uorth 
Wise Saturn got, and Cybelc brought fonh, 

And Jove, by never-erring counsel sway'd, 05 
’Ifac partner of his bed and empiri niai’e. 

But Jove at length, with just resentment fr’d. 
The laughing Queen herself with lo\e inspir’d j 
Swift thro* her veins the sweet contagion ran. 

And kindled in her breast desire of niorlut man, 7 0 
That she, liLe other deities, might pro\a 
Tlie pains and pleasures of inferior love, 

And not insultingly the gods deride, 
lUliosr sons were human by the mother’s side : 
Thus Jove ordam'd she now fbr nun should bum. 
And b|4)S^r't!l|%iortal offspring in her ttim. 

At ^ springs which flow from Ida’s 

His lowlhg heMs the young Anchises fed. 

Whose godHbe focm «ld face the smiling queen 
Beheld, aM lov*d to mndneit soop m seen. BO 
To Cypms straight tho wounded flies, ^ 

Where Papblan tem|dos m her honor rise, > 
And altars smoke with daily sacrifloe. J 



1G8 


TKAKBLATIONit. 


So 0 B AS arriv'd, she to her sliriue repair'd, 

Where cnt'ring^ qaick, the shininf^ gates she barr'd. 
The ready Graces wait, her baths prepare, 

And oint with fragrant oils her flo^ving hair ; 

Hibr flowing hair around her shou^jqrs spreads. 
And all adown ambrosial odour sheds t 
Last in transparent robes her limbs they fold, PO 
Enrich'd with ornaqieats of purest gold ; 

And thus attir'd her chariot she ascends, 

And Cyprus left, her flight to Troy she bends. 

On Ida she alights, then seeks the seat: 

Which lov'd Anchises chose for his retreat ; QS 
And ever as she walk'd thro' lawn or wood. 
Promiscuous herds of beasts admiring stood. 

Some humbly follow, while some fawning meet. 
And lick the ground, and crouch beneath her feet: 
Dogs, lions, wo|'«es, and bears, their eyes unite. 
And the umiH panther stops to gaae with fix’d 
delight i 101 

For ev'ry glance she gives soft fire imparts, 
Ebkkidlaig sweet desire in savage hearts. 

Infllam'd with love all single out their mates. 

And to their shady dens each pair retreats. 103 
Meantime the tent she spioB so numb desir’d. 
Where hor Aadiises wu alone retir*d| 

Withdrawn firom all Ua ftiends ^ feUov-tirains, 
Who fed thciiAoeks beneath, and sooght the plains : 
la pfeasing solltode the yonth she found, 1 10 
Intent upon hii lyre's harmonions sound. 

Before his eyda Jove’s beanteoni daughter stood, 
la form and dress a himtress of the wood } 
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For had he seen the goddess undisguis’d, 1 1 1 
The jouth with awe and fear had been surpris'd. 
Fin'd he beheld her, and with joj admir'd 
To see a nyvaph so bright and so attir’d ; 

For from her flowing robe a lustre spread, 

As if with radiant flame she were array'd : 

Her hair, in part disclos’d, in part conceal’d, 120 
In ringlets fell, or was with jewels held ; 

With various gold and gems her neck was grac’d. 
And orient pearls heav’d on her panting breast : 
Bright as the moon she shone, with silent l^ght, 
And charm’d his sense with wonder and delight. 

Thus while Andiises gaz’d, thro* ev’rj vein 1 26 
A thrilling joj he felt and pleasing pain. 

At length he spake — ‘ All hail, celestial Fair i 

* Who Iniinbl^ dost to visit earth repair : 

* Whoe’er thou art, descended from above, 1 SO 

* Latona, Cjnthia, or the Queen of Love, 

* All bnU ! all honor shall to thee be paid ; 

* Or art thon,.Theiiiis*i or Hie Bine-ej’d mnid'l’ ? 

* Or art of the Graces Three, 

* Whp share immortalitj ? 135 

* OrMse ^^pnen^ph, the guardian of these woods, 

< These cao^s, these fthitftil hills, or cr/stal floods ? 

* Wboe’CT then art, in some oonsplctioas field 

< I to th j hoBwr will an altar build, 

* Wfaaesholy eCrtafS TU eaeh hour preppe ; 140 

* O prove hot ihoe'piepitloBs to mj pngp*r! 

Q 
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* Grant me amon; the Trojan race to prore 

* A patriot worthy of my country's love ; 

* Blcss'd in myself, I beg I next may be 

‘ Bless'd in my children and posterity ; 145 

* Happy in health, long let me q|c the sun, 

* And, lov'd by all, late may my days be done.' 

He said. — Jove's beauteous daughter thus re- 
ply’d : 

* Delight of humanlvind, thy sex's pride ! 

* Honor'd Anchiscs ! you behold in me 1^0 

* No i^dcsB blesi'd with iininortalily, 

* But mortal I, of mortal mother came, 

* Otreus my father, (you have heard the name) 

* Who rules the fair emeot of Phrygia's lands, 

* And all her to^iniH and fortresses commands. 

* Wlien yet au infant I to Troy was brought ; 

* 'I'bcrc was 1 nurs’d, and tlieie your language 

taught) 

' Then wonder: not if, thus instructed young, 

* t like my own can «|»cak the Trojau tongue. 

* In me one of Diana's nymphs behold ) 1 00 

‘ Why thus arriv'd 1 shall the cause unfold. 

* As late our sports we practis'd on the plain, 

* ] and my fellow -iiyuiplis of Cynibi^'s train, 

* Dancing in chorus, and with garlai^ds crown'd, 

* And by adiuiriag crowds encompass'd round, f 05 

* Lo ! bovlfing o'er my head 1 saw tlie god 

* Who Argus slew, and bean the golden rod i. 

s Sudden be sein'd, then bore me from their sight, 

* Cutting thro* liquid air his rapid flight. 
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* O’er many states and peopled toyma we past 170 
‘ 0\t hills and vallejr-*, and o'er deserts waste $ 

'■ O’er barren moors and o'er unwholesome fens, 

* And woods where lieaits inhabit dreadful dens : 

*’ Thio’ all which pathless way our speed was 
such, 

< VS e stoppM not once the face of earth to touch. 

« IVIeanttme he told me, while thro* air we fled, ^ 

« That Jove ordain’d I should Aiichises wed, > 

* And with illustrious offspring bless his j 

* This said, and pointing to me your abodH, 

< 1 o hvav’n again up>8oar*d the swifit-wing^d god. 

« Thus of necessity to you t come, 161 

* Unknown and lost, far from my natire home. 

* But I conjure you, by the throne of Jore, 

« By all ^t*s dear to you, by all yon lore, 

< By yonr good parents, (fbr no had conid e’er 

< Produce a son so graoefni, good, and ikir) 

< That yoi no wiles employ to win my heart, 

* Bat let Bie hence an unttMi’d maid depart i 

* lDytd|P^^^1hnUUeM of your hod, 

* Ut /olmr house and mother led: J90 

* Me co|fhur Ipiber and yonr hfodwn dhow, 

« And odd allianoe flnt let them allow i 

* Let me be heown, aad my oenditiOB 0 sm*d, 
^'Andno Bae^joai matefa 1 may he Ibonfl. 

* Equality to them my Mrth may ddm, 194 

* Worthy a dBo|;h<er*t or o olsinrh name, 

< Tbo* fbr yonr trifii of too hUerior lame* 

H 2 


} 
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^ Next let umbaBsadon to Phrygia haste, 

' To tell my father of my fortunes past, 

* And ease my mother in that anxious state, 200 

* Of doubts and fears i^hich cares for me create. 

* They in return shall presents from thence 

* Of rich attire, and sums of gold idunense : 

* You in peculiar shall with gift« be grac'd, 

' In price and beauty far above the rest. 205 

* This done, perform* the rites of nuptial love, 

* Grateful to men below and gods above.' 

Fhe 8^, and from her eyes shot subtle fires, 
Which to his heart insinuate desires : 

Resistless love invading thus his breast, 2 1 0 
The panting youth the smiling queen addreit. 

* Since mortal yon, of mortal mother came, 

* And Otreus you report your father's name, 

* And singe th* importal Permes from above, 

*' To egeoo|e the ^ead commands of Jove, 215 

< Your wondrous hmtigs hither has convey'd, 

* A nuptial life with fat benoefbrtb to lead i 

* Know, now, that neither gods nor men have 

pow’r 

* 6ae mhHite to defer the happy bonrt 

* This instant will 1 seine itpon thy chdims, 220 

* Mix with thy soul, and melt within thy arms : 

< Tho’ Phfnbui, ann’4 with his nnening dart, 

^ Stood nidiy to transhn my pnnting heaiti 

.■ Tho* dea^ hell, In oonsetnenoe nttend, 

^ Thou shall with me the genial hdd monad.* 225 
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He said, and sudden snatch'd her beauteous 
hand ; 

The goddess smil'd, nor did th* attempt withstand, 
But fix'd her ejes upon the hero's bed, 

'Where soft and silken coverlets were spread. 

And over all a cpunterpanc was plac'd, 230 
Thick sown with furs of mao^ a savdge beast, 

Of bears and lions, heretofore his spoil, 

And still remain'd the trophies of his toil. 

Now to ascend the bedrthe^ both prepare. 

And he with eager haste disrobes the fair. ^35 
Her spark liii£^ necklace first he laid aside. 

Her bracelets next, and braided hair, unit'd ; 

And UQW his busy band her zone unbrac'd, 

Which girt her radiant robe around her waist ; 
Her radiant robe at last aside was thrown, 240 
Whose rosy hue with daaalin); lustre shone. 

The Queen of Love the youth thus disarmy’4) 
And on a chair of gold her Tfstments laid. 
Anchiscs now, f^io Jove and Fate ordalnM) 

The s^^^ajffne of ecstasy attBjd*d i 245 
And iouDortab Mess'd,^ 

Ndit conitioqs Vtbe goddess he possessed. 

But when <;^e swains their Boi^ and herds 
hadfed, ^ 

And from tiie llow'ry fidd retaminli le^ 

TheiF sheep Co |b)d, and oxen to Hie •liddy'l^O 
la soft and pleaidiig ebaiat olrdtep pfwfbnail 
Thb wary ^|oddfb her Ahebisei bUkd S 
3 
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''Then gently rigiiig from his side and bed, 

^'''In all her bright attire her limbs array’d. 2 j 4 
A ' And now her fair-crown’d head aloft she rears, 
Nor more a mortal, but herself, appears : 

Her &ce refulgent, and majestic mien, 

Confess’d the goddess. Love’s an^pBtouty’s queen. 
Then thus aloud she calls. * Anraises I wake ; 

* Thy fond repose and lethargy forsake ; 2tj0 
‘ Look on the nymph who late from Phrygia 

came I 

* Behold me well— say if I seem the same.* 

At her first call the chains of sleep were broke, 
And starting from his bed Andhises woke ; 

But when he Venus view’d without disguise, 26^ 
Her shining neck beheld, and radiant eyes. 

Aw’d and abash’d, he turn’d his head aside, 
Attamptiag whh his robe his fisce to bide : 
Conius’d wiBi wander, and with fear oppress’d. 

In wmged words he thus the Queen address’d ; 

* When first, 0 Goddess ! 1 thy form beheld, 

* Whole dianns so far humanity excell’d, 272 

* Tb thy celestial pow’r my vows 1 paid, 

* And with humility implor’d thy aid 1 

* But thou, for secret cause to me unknowo^ 

« Didst thy divine immortal state disown. 

* But now 1 beg thee, by the filial love 

* Due to thy father, iBgis^bearuig Jove, 

* Compaaison on my human state to ihow, 

* Nor Ict^ me land a Vie infirm below I .200 
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* Defend me ftom the woes which mortals wait, 

* Nor let me ittare of men the common Ikte : 

* Since never man with length of days wai bten'd 

* Who in delights of love a deitj posseas’d.* 284 

To him JoTe*8 beauteoiiv daughter thnsteplj’d ; 

* Be bold, AnChises ; in my love confide i 

*• Nor me nOlr other god thou need*st to fe«r» 

* For thou to all the heav'nlj race art deat’/^ 

* Know from our loves thou shalt a son obtaht, 

* Who over all the realm of Troy shall reign t 

* From whom a race of monarchs shall descend, 

* «4nd whose posterity shall know no end : 292 

* To him thou shalt the name iBneas • give, 

* As one for whose conception 1 must grieve, 

* Oft* as I think he to exist began 295 

* From my amjnnction with a mortal^anliu 

* But Troy, of all the habitable earth. 

* To a superior race of men gives birth, 

' Producing 'heroes of th^ ethereal kind, 

* And risxt resembling gods in form and mind. 

* From thence great Jove to acure sides pon* 

301 

* To the lovely Gwymede, 

< WhemhV imyo^ls honord, ' (jrtrimge to 
s The yonOk esjoyi a btess'd eiefnity c [see !) 

*Jtiises,sffalfyfalf oasnte caossthfrisC ir Ihi i f siss f * 
UShotfldsstmiS MTtbe st^mslotigts hsdsi«sd,wHsshsWas 
Mhero of fpsn, iiBlmdsfhed ehnssnl 

Ktriw, to cictoL or It a||nsifs( hwc osptestly to br 



176 


TRANILATlOVa. « 


* In bovli of (Old be ruddy nectar poon, 503 

* And Jore refaleB in Jus unbended hours. 

* lion( 4id the kin(, his sire, his absence mourn, 

* Doubtful by whom* or where, the boy was home, 

* Till Jove at length, in pity trief, 

* Dis|aitcfa*d Argicides* to hbrelidfs 310 

* And xpore with gifts to pacify his mind, 

* Be sent him horses of a deathless kind, f 

* Whose feet outstripp'd in speed the np^f 

^ind 5 ) 

* Charging withal swift Hermes to relate 51* 

* The youth's advancement to a heav'nly state, 

‘ Where all his hours are past in circling joy, 

* Which age can ne'ei decay nor death destroy. 

* Now phen this embassy king receives, 

* No mqre fpr absent G§|j{inede he grieves ; 

* the pleaihlg hews ^^ed heart redyes, 320 

* And wl^ deligl^ nis swift-heel'd steeds be 

drives. 

* when the golden-throp'd AniiPra made 

* Tithonns partner of her rosy bed, 

* (Tithonns, too, was of the TrojsDa^ine, 

« Besenubiing gods in |boe paA 325 

* l?or hSm^^0Ptraighttlm11ni4ib<hr‘wte*d, 1 
« That with perpetual life h^h^t be bless'd; > 

« Jove beard harpray*ry mi fc ran ted her request. J 

bop lath w iha 1 howindtbnati 


f The matt matmial^lilemiihr W omitf 550 

* lie ja^fv m mM, — mhisiipi 

•istai araus. ^ 
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* Neg^lecting, or not thinking, to provide 

* That length of days might be with strength 

sapply’d, 

* And to her lover’s endless life engage 

* An endless ^outh, incapable of age. 

* But bear what &te befel this heav’nl^ fair, 335 

* In gold enthron’d, the brightest child of Air : 

* Tithonus, vl^e of pleasing youth possess'd, 

* Is by Aurora urith delight caress'd ; 

* Dear to her arms, he in her court resides, 

* Beycnd the verge of earth, and ocean’s utmost 

tides. 34<0 

<But Mhen shefaw grey hairs begin to spread, 

* Deform bis beard, and disadom his head, 

* The goddess cold in her embraces grew, 

* His arms declm’d, and from bis bed withdrew; 

* Yet still a kind of nursing care she show’d, ^45 
‘ And food ambrosial and rich clothes bestow’d ; 

* Bnt when of age he &U the sad extreme, 

* And ev’yy nerve was shrank and limb was lame, 

* Look^d,|ipi a room her useless spmse she left, 

* Of youth, of vteonr, and of voice, bereft*. 350 

* On tfcn|s|]ijc^ese 1 never can desire 

* llioa shpii^^^ to tainoTtality aspire. 

* Coo^st ttam, famed, as now thou art remain, 
‘ *hj 

‘ ConKWW ms tailwl 

* 1 ndglit live h^y fai thy endless love, 356 
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* Xor should I e*er hUve cause to dread the daj 

* When 1 mast mourn thy loss and life's decay ; 

* But thou, alas ! too soon and sure must bend 

* Beneath the woes which painful a^e attend, 360 

* Inexorable ag^e! whose wretcheil Btate 

* All mortals dread, and all imftbiliaJB hate. 

* Now know, 1 also must my portion share, 

* And for thy sake reproach and shame must bear ; 

* For I, who heTctoibre in chahu of love 395 

* Could captivate the minds of g;ods above, 

* And force 'em by my all-subdnhif chanefr 

* To sigh and languish in a woman's arms, 

* Must now no morn tlipt pow*r superior boast, 

‘ Nor tax with the celestial host, 370 

* Since 1 myself amends have made, 

^ And am tny om arts betray'd. 

* Errin|M^i^em, with appetite deprav'd, 

* This iMwliy tiiee 1 have a sem ooooeiv'd, 

* WhontJMk beneatii my none 1 mnstoonoeal, 375 

* Till tine his being liid my shame reveal. 

* shall the nymphs who these %lr woods 
adora, 

* In their deep bosoms moee as^soon as betnt 

* They nor of mortal nor inportil seed 

Are said to spring, yet m ambrosia fted, 380 

< And long they live*, hi dhoiu johi 

< gods and foddciies hi danse divine. 
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* These the Sileni* court ; these Hermes loves, 

* And their embrnceft seeks in shady {proves. ’ 

* Their origin and birth these nymphs deduce 3S.5 
*■ From common parent ^rth’s prolific juice : 

* With lofty firs which grace the mountain’s brow, 

* Or ample-spreading oaks, at once they grow ; 

* All have their trees allotted to their care, 

* Whose growth, duration, and deOrease, they 

share. 3UO 

* But holy are these groves by mortals held, 

* And therefore by the axe arc never fell'd ; 


•B, from Hesiod, conputes the complete life efs asa st aloety. 
SIX years i a craw, he says, lives nine times as long i s deer 
four times as loog as a crow; a raven three times as toaf as a 
fleer; tbephasalx tea ttmes as long as a raven; aod these Ha* 
mad^ades live ten times as long w the phoentau But the 
roost received opinion woa, dmt th«r Uvea Just as long as 
thdr trees . therafere this from Ausonloi seems rather to relate 
to the Dryades, and the duration of a whole wood; for there 
are frequent inatanPW where they were IndWeiently called 
Dryades and Hamodnrades hV fnrwwhent poeu. They were 
very aenslblc of good ofloilb end inwwl to them who at any 
chne pidServid their Siem. Thc<J^llaat, upon a passage 
mentisnlnn these nymphs hs JpoUtn. J^naut, U a. relatca 
the feUoudv storyveitfd fi[om Charon Lampsacenus. **A young 
man. callMRaoui. Obaerviili m fair oidc almost lallea to the 
e aupportad, aod took such dfectual care 
il tt i^n to flourish in Us place. The 
npeased to Mm, and in return hid Mim 

The youth readily demanded Qt her the 

Js ihe as rsadlly promiied, dad, aecsfediiqi to* 

ngreement, acnta,hee to summon him at the time wliea he miahc 
be happy 1 hutHpyoungman happcnlnf to be fOinJng atdice 

jCftvc 1C fU AM cBiQ » fitm iiifn* bIub rAcepnon ot 

her amb a a a a i l p f so pnraMd the njrmpb, Ouit In levimie she 
leadetedhtaimBQtHbrTiia story la also cit^ in Nmt. 
Com. feeOvd&TfeflMLC^dKfeieofBrlticbfhiuifercut- 

rtnf ii«w UftaifW wrf 

^Thriwyei* In yean, were caiM flteni, 

as Banaanlaa reports In Jr/fe. p. 4r. 
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* But wbcD the fate, of some fair tree draws nig’h, 

* It first appears to droop, and then grows dry; 

* The bafk to erack and perish next is seen, 3D3 

* And last the boughs it sheds no longer green : 

‘ And thus the njrmpha expire b^ike degrees, 

* And live and die coeval with thSif trees. 

‘ These gentle n^'mpbs, by my persuasion won, 

* Shall in their sweet recesses nurse my son, dOO 

* And when his checks with youtli’s first blushes 

glow, 

‘ To thee the sacred maids the boy shall show. 

* More to instruct thee, when five years shall end, 

* 1 will again to visitHhee descend, 

* Bringing thy beauteoul son to charm tKy sight, 405 

* Whoke godlike form shall fill thee with delight : 

* Him will I 'leave tlieneeforward to thy car^, 

* And will that with him thou to Troy repairr 

* There if loqair^ shall be made, to know 

' To whom thou do#t so bright an oflkpring owe, 

* Be sure thou nothing of the truthdetect, 41 1 
' But ready answer wake as 1 direct : 

* Say of'k sylvan nymph the fiiir youth came, 

* And Calycopis call his mother's name: 

* For, shoaldst thou boast the truth, and madly own 

* That thou in bliss had Cythena known, 41 0 

* Jfoye wonld his anger pour vpcm tkg head, 

< with avenging thander strike thee dead. 

( Itow all is told thee, and just caution giv*n i 
^ {kseorettbop, and dread the mth of hcavW 
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She said, and sudden soar’d above his 
Cutting thro' liquid air her heav'nward flight. 

All hail, bright Cjprian Queen! thee first 1 
praise, 

Then to some other poVr transfer aay lays. KM 


COMfiRITC. 



TiiA«rgLAnoiir»k 


l$2 


OVJP'S ART OF LOVE. BOOK III. 

TRAKbLATED INTO 

ENGLISH VERSHI- 

Wherein he recommends tules and instrucUent to 
the fair sex in the conduct of their amours, 
after having already composed two books for 
the use qf men tiie sanie ndtject. 

Tbe men areftrm’d, and for the prepare;^ 
Xnd npw we must instruct and arm tbe fair; 

Both ftcxcs, well appointed, take the field, 

Aud mighty tove determine which shall yield. 
Man were ignoble, whmi tbni ann*d, to show 
Unequal force against a naked foe i 
No glory from such conquest can be gain’d, 

And odds are always by the brave disdain’d. 

But some exclaim, l^hat frensy rules your 
mind ? 

’Would you increase tbe craft of womankind ? 1 0 
*^cpeh, theiB new wiles and arta! as well you may 
Instruct a snake, ta bite, or wolf to prey. 

But sure too hard aoensure they pursue. 

Who charge on all thn failiniji of a Urn. 

Examine first impartially each fair. 

Then as she. aaerits or condemn or spare* 

If Mcnelaus and the king of men 

With justice of their sistei^wim xomplain ; 



o^io'l AftT or LOTS. 


183 


K falie Briphyle forsook her faith, 

And ibr reward procur'd her husband's death, 20 
Penelope was loyal still and chaste, 

Tho* twenty years her lord in absence past. 
Reflect how Laodamia's truth Iras try'd, ^ 
Who, tho' in bloom of youth and beauty's f 
pride, f 

To share her husband's fate untimely dy'd. J 
Think how Aloeste's piety was prov'd. 

Who lost her lift to save the man she lor'd 

* Receive me, Capaneua !* Evadne cry'd, 

* Nor death itself our nuptials shall dividei 

* To join thy ashes pleas'd 1 shall expire.* 20 
She said, and leap'd amid the fun'ral fire. 

Virtue herself a i^oddess we confess, 

Both ftnule In her name and in her dress: 

No wonder, then, if to her sex inclin'd, 

She cultivates with care a female mind. 

But these exalted sonis exceed the reach 
Of that soft art which 1 pretend to teach. 

My tender bail requires a g^eotle f^ale, 

A little ftU a liUle sail. SD 

Of spttPtfthasiSt l sing, and show what ways .1 
The willing nymph must nse her bliss to raish, > 
And how to cajitivate the man she'd please. J 
Woman is s<^, nnd|ip tender heart, 

Apt to receive, and Wretain Love's dart; 

Man has a breast robust, and more teoirei 
•It wounds him not so deep, nor hits so avre. 
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Men oft' arc false ; and if jou search with care, 
you'll find less fraud imputed to the fair. 

The &ithle«3 Jason from Medea fled, 

And made Creusa partner of his bed. JO 

Bright Ariadne, on an unknown shore, 

Thv abbcncc, perjur’d Theseus! ^id deplore. 

If then the wild inhabitants of air" 

Forbore her tender lovcljr limbs to tear, 

It was not owing, Theseus ! to thy care. 

Inquire the cause, and let Demophoon tell 
Why Fhyllis by a fete untimely fell ; 

Nine times, in vain, upon tlie promis'd day, 
hlie sought th' appointed shore, and view'd the 
sea; 

Her fall the fading trees consent to mourn, 60 
And shed their leaves round her lamented urn. 

The prince ho far for piety renown'd, 

To thee, Elira! was un^hful found; 

To thee ihrlom, and languishing with grief, 

11 is sword alone he left, thy last relief, 

Yc ruin'd Nymphs! shall I the cause impart 
Of all your woes ? 'twas want of needful art. 
l4>vc of itself too quickly will expire, 
epf pow'rful art perpetuates desire. 

Women had yet their ignorance bewaird, 70 
Ifhd uot this art by Venus been reveal'd. 

Before my sight the CylRhn goddess shone, 
And thus she said; ‘What have poor wopteu 
done? 
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* Why it that weak defeocelest tex expotM, 

* On ev'ry side by men well-arm’d encloi'd ? 

* Twice are the men instructed by thy Muse, 

* Nor must she now to teach the^ex refuse. 

* The bard who injur'd Helen in hjt son^ 

* Recanted after, and redress'd the wrooj;. 

* And you, if on my favor yon depend, 80 

* The cause of woipen while you live defend.* 

This said, a myrtle sprl^ which berries bore, 

She gave me, (for a myrtle wreath she wore) 

The gift receiv'd, my sense enlighten'd grew. 

And from her presence inspiration drew. 

Attend, ye Nymphs! by wedlock unconfin'd, 

And hear my precepts, while she prompts my mind. 
Ev'n now, in bloom of youtli^and beauty's prime, 
Beware of coming age, nor waste your time t 
Now while you may, and rip’ning years invite, 90 
Eni'dy the seasonable sweet delight $ 

For rolling years, like stealing waters, glide. 

Nor hope to stop their ever-ebbing tide : 

Think not hereafter will the loss repay, 1 

For ev'iytucrfvw will the taste decay, > 

And 'acS relish than the former day. j 
I've seen the time when on that wither'd thorn 
The blooming fose vy'd with the blnsbing Mom i 
With fragrant wreplhi 1 thence have deck'd my 
lilkJl, 

And see how leafless now, sod bow decay'dl 100 
And you, who now the lovesick jonth^Fejeet, 

^ Will prove in age what pains attend neglectf 
R 3 
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\one (hen vvill prcBs upon ^our midnight houn, 
Nor ^ake to strew your street with morning 
flow’rs : 

Then nightly knocLings at your door cease. 
Whose noiseless hammer then may rust in peace. 

- Alas I how soon a clear cumpl^ion fadca! 

](ow soon a wrinkled skin plump flesh invades ! 
And what avails it tho* the fair one swears 
■She from her infanfv had some gray hairh ? 110 

She grows all hoary in a few more years, 

And then (he veiicrahle truth appears. 

The snake his skin, the deer hif horns, may cast. 
And both renew their youth and vigor past, 

Ilpt no receipt can human-kind relieve, 
l}<^m’d to dccicpit without reprieve. 

Then crop the flow’r^which yet invites >our eye, 
And which ungathcr'd on its stalk must die. 
Besides, the tcniSer sex js farm’d to bear. 

And frequent births too soon will youth impair: 
Continual harvest wears the fiuitful field, J21 
And earth itself decays too often till’d. 

Thou didst not, Cynthia! scorn the J.atmian swain, 
Nqr thou, Aurora! Ccphalus disdain; 

The Paphian Queen, who for Adonis* fate 
1^0 deeply mourn'd, and who laments him jet, 
ilas not been found inexorable since, 

, Witness llarmonia and the Iranian priaoew 
'then take example. Mortals f from above, 

Aod like imhiorlals Ijvc. and like 'em love; 130 
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KefuHC not those delights which men rcquircy 
Nor let your lovers languish, with desire. 

False thn* they prove, what loss can you sustaui ? 
Thence* Jet a thousand take, ’twill all remaip.^ 

Tho’ constant nse ev’n flint and steel impairs, 
What you employ no diminutioD fears. 

Who would to light a torch their torch deny? 

Or who can dread drinking an ocean dry? 
i^tlll women lose, you cry, if men obtain: ^ 

Whnt do they lose that's worthy to retain ? 1 40 

Think not this said to prostitue the sex, 

Bur iindcLCj\e whom needless fears perplex. 

'ILu!» far a gentle bieexe supplies our sai?; 

Now lanch'd to sea wc ask a biisker gale. 

^itcl lirfet wc treat of dress, tiThe well-dress*d vioa 
Produces plumpest grapes and richest wine; 

,.4nd plenteous crops of golden grain are found 
,4 lone to grace well-cultivated ground. , 

Beauty's the gift of gods, the sex's pride ! 

Yet to how many ia that gift deny’d ? I5Q 

.^rt helps a face; a face, Ibo’ licav’uly fair, 

^ay qvjMcjX ftccdful care* 

.||||||ton£id^t^>T|^ if women slighted dress, 
nko mlbi were ruder too, and till'd it less. 
IfHector's spouse was dad in stubborn sthfis 
A soldier's wife became it well enough. 

Ajax, to ‘Shield his j|mple hreust, provides 
^cv'n Itisty bulls, and tans their sturdy hides i 
Apd might pot he* d'ye thipk. Us xrstl caress’d, 
And yet his wife not elegantly dress'd ? 1 uO 
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* 4th iud6 aimplicit; Route first was built, 
foch now we see adorn'd, and carv’d, and gilt. 
Thjji^tpitol with that of old compare, 

SomaJIner Jove you’d think was worsbipp'd there. 
That iafty pile, where Senates dictate^w, 

When Tatius reign’d, wras poorljrlhatoh’d with 
straw; 

And where Apollo’s fane refulgent stands. 

Was heretofore a track of pasture-lands. 

Let ancient manners other men delight; 

But me the modem please, as more polite : ] 7& 

Not that materials now in gold are wrought. 

And distant shores for orient pearls are sought; 
Nor for that hills exhaust their marble veins, 

And structures rise i4h>se bulk the sea restrains { 
But that the world is civilit’d of late, 

And polish’d froni the rust of former date. 

Let not the nymph with pendants load her car. 
Nor in cmbroid’rj or brocade appear; 

Too^'ich a dress may sometimes check desire. 

And cleanliness more animate love’s fire. 180 
t'be hair dispos’d may gain or lose a grace, 

4hd much become, or misbecome the face. 

What suits yonr deatures of your glass inquire. 
For no one rule is fix’d for bead attire. 

A face too long should part said flat thp ^r. 

Lest upward comb'd Bie length too much appear : 
So Laodamia dress’d. A tkee too round 
Should show the ears, and with a toilt*c be crown’d. 



Uu either shoulder one ^er locks dnplajri, 

Adorn'd like Fhgebus wnen be rings his lays: 190 
Another all her tresses tics behhid t 
So drcss'di D^ana hunts Uie fearful hind. 
DikhevoH^ locks most graceful are to someir 
Others th^ binding fillets more become* 
borne plait, like spiral shells^ their braided hair, 
Others the loose and uravmg curl prefer. 

But to recount the sey'ral Dresses worn. 

Which artfully each sev'ral face adoni» 

Were endless, as to tell the leaves on trees. 

The beasts on Alpine hills, or Hyblm's bees. 2^ 
Many there are^who seem to slight all care, ' 
And with a pleasant negligence ensnares 
Whole mornings oft* in luc^n dicu are apeilt 
And all is art that looks like aoddent. 

With such disorder Idle was grac’d 

W^ben great Alcides first the nymph embrac’d s' 

So Ariadne came to Baodtoa’ bed, 

M hen widi the conqueror from Crete rim fied. 

Aatuic, indulgent to the sex, repays 
The losp^qr sustain by variona wnyi. 2 VO 
Idef ill|piopy those hairs thegr shed hi mgv, 
lost lik^ nutnpmal lenves when riarlh ntads ngd. 
Women with juice of herbs gray lodhi disgiiiK, 
And Art gares color which with Katnre lies. 

The well-wove tow’rs they wenr Ihnir own toh 
thought, 

Bqt only are their own as wh^ titoy’Te boni^i 
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fior need they Uilth to ^uj heads mdj drest, 
|||hid ehoDie Mfabtic shop^ what suits 'em best. 

Costlj appirel fat the fair one fljr, 

Swicl|’d with gold, or with the Tjfiaa dje. 220 
WiMVl fbUjAinst in such expense ap|p|f» 

When more becomoig colors are ^s de^ ? 

One irMi a dye is ting'd of lotely bfnt, 

Siic^ as, thro* air serene, the sky we 
With yellow lustre see aantl^ spread. 

As if the (Solden fleece oompos'd the thread. 
Some of the sea-green wore the cast display.; 
With this the Ifalads their bright forms array : 
Ahd some the laihron hne will well adorn ; 

Snch is the mantle of the blnshiiig Mom. 230 
Of aiyrflo hemes mf the iinetiire shows* 

In this of aactkpits the pwple glows, 

And that more imitates the paler rose. 

No# Thradan aim Ibrget, whose silvery plumes 
Give pattens which eni^y the mimic looms : 
Nnf Whiwmd ner the chesant dye disclaim, 

Kor others which faom wgx deiire their name. 

As fields jott find with rarioiu flow'rs o*eripnBd, 
When Tineyards bid, and winter^s firoet is fled, 

So onrimis ale tim colors you may try, 240 
Of whicb the thirsty wool imbibes the dye. 

Tiry efoy on, what best tMbomes yoh wool:, 

|?or an oooiplezfaa all alike can hear. 

If fkir the skin, black may become it host; 
ladiladk thf loiffiy fiMf Brieeit 
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If brown tM njmph^ let to be eloth’d in whites 
Andromeda so charmM the wond'ritig' sight. 

I need not warn you of two powerful smells. 
Which somptimes health or liadly hett expels t- 
Nor from your tender l^s to pluck with care 350 
The casual growth of all unseemly hair. 

Tho' not to nymphs of Caucasus I sing. 

Nor such who taste remote the Mysian spring. 
Yet let me warn you .that thro* no neglect 
You let your teeth disclose the least defimt. 

You know the use of white, to make you fair, 

And how with red lost color to repair ; 

Imperfect eyebrows you by art can meud, 

Aud skin, when wanting, o'er a scar extend. 

Nor need the fair dne be asbam'd who triea 260'' 
By art to add new lustre to her eyes. 

A little book I'ye made, but with great care. 
How to preserve thelhce, and how repair; 

In that the nymphs by time or chance annoyed. 
May see what pains to please 'em I’ve employ'd t 
But still beware that from your lover's eye 
You keemoonimnli'd the med’emes yon apply i 
Tho* yet must that arc be hid. 

Lest whodh it would invite it should itodd. 

Whflk would not take oSeanx to see a face 270 
Ail daub'dand dripping with the melted grease 1 
And tha' yonr nagnantsdiear tb’ AHidiiian name. 
The wool’s aasar’iT scent is still the same. 

MaHtow of ttttgdildr your pohmttdm tiyb 
Nor cleah yow ferry teeth, when omaart by^ 
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Ftfr maBj thtegt when dohe afford dellgpiif, 

Which yet wliil* -doiiig may offend the si^ht. 

£y’n M^ro'i ftetoes, which for art surpass 
All others, once were but a shapeless masi. 27 !> 
Rude was that gold which now in rings is worn. 

As once the robe you wear wasdhool unshorn. 
Think how that stone rough in the quaity grew, 
Which now a perfisct Venus shows to rlew. 

Whi'e we suppose you sleep n^j^r your face. 
Lock’d from observers in some secret place. 

Add the last hand before yourselves you show ; 
Your need of art why should your lover kuow ? 
For many things when most cooceard are best, 
And few of strict inquiry bear the test. 

Those figures which in theatres are seen 2^)0 
Gilded without, are common wood within ; 

But no spectators are allofr’d to pry 
Till all is finish'd which allures the eye. 

YeC 1 must own it oft' affords delight 
To have the fair one comb her hair in sight; 

To view the flowing homurs of her bead 
Fall on her neck, and o’er her shoulders spread. 
But let her look that she with care avoid 
All fretful humors while she's so employ'd ; 

Let her not still undo, wtd» peevish haste, 300 
All that her woman does, who does hdr best. 

1 hate a vinen that her maid assails, ” 

And scratches with her bodkin orMabBsT' 
While the pnor gni in^riood and inlMhi» 

And her heart curses what her hl^ adord! 
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Let her who hoi no hair, or hae but soiM, 
Plant centinels before her dreMiiig*nMHn, 

Or in the fane of the good goddese dress, 

Where aU the male-kind are debaixtd access. 

*Tis said that 1 (hut *tis a tale devis'd) S 10 
A lady at her toilet once surpris’d, 

Who starling, snatch’d in haste the tow'r she wore, 
.^nd in her hurry plac’d the hinder port before. 
But on our foes full ev'ry such disgrace, 

Or barb’rous beauties of the Parthian race. 
Lngraceful ’tis to see without a horn , 

The lofty hart, whom branches best adorn, 

A leafless tree, or an unverdant mend, 

And as ungrateful is a hairless bead. 

But think not these instructions are design'd 
For Arst-rate beauties of the finish'd kind} 

Not to a Semele or Leda bright. 

Nor an Europa, these my rules 1 write; 

Nor the fair Helen do 1 teach, whose charms 
Stirr'd up Atrides and all Greece to arms : 

Thee to regain well was that war begun. 

And Pu;u well d^ifended what he wons 
\S liat what husband would not fight 

In such Odatusci^wherc both are in tbe lights ’ 

Tbc cijvd I teach, some boncly and some 
fair, 

But of the former sort tbe larger ehaie. 

The handsome least leqnin the help of Aft, 
Ric|^,in tl^|piBagli|s» pad plfM'4 wldi Mfitaifi** 
' ^irt. 
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Wheii<«iliB fhe seit, at ease tiie pilot liet. 

Bat all bli ikUl exerts when scorms arise. 

Faults in jour pericm or your face correct. 

And few are seen that have n^ some defect. 

The nymph too short her Ibut should seldom quit. 
Lest when she stands she may be thoug^ht to sit ; 
And when extended on her couch she lies^ ‘ 34-0 
Let leoffth of petticoats concpal her size. 

The lean of thick-wrought stuffs her clothes should 
choose. 

And fuller made than what the plumper use. 

If pale, let her the criniHon juice apply; 

If Bwarthy,,tO' the Pharian varnish fly. 

A. leg too lank tight garters still must wear; 

Nor should an ifl-sbap'd foot be ever bare. 

Roiind shoulders bolster'd will appear the least ; 
And lacing strait confines too fuil a breast. 

Whose fingeiu are too fet and nails too course, 
Should' always shun much gesture in div^ourse. 
And you whose breath is touch’d this caution take. 
Nor fasting nor too near another speak. 

Let not the nymph with laughter much abound 
Whose teeth are Mack, uneven, or unsound: 

Yon hardly think bow mtieh on this depends. 

And how • laugh or spoils a face or mends. 

Gape not too wide, .lest yon^disclose yonr gums. 
And h»8e the dtaipfe whfeh the cheek becomes ; ^ 
Nor let your sides too strong concussions sluk^ 
Lest yntotbn softnesansf thn sex Ihrsak^ dif 
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Id some distortions quite the &oe duguise^ 
Another laughs, that >ou would think ibe erils« 
111 one too hoarse a voice we, hear 
Another's is as harsh as if she biaj’d. 

What cannot art attain ! many, with taae. 
Have leam'd to weep both when and how thqy 
please. 

Others thro' affectation lisp, and ffpid 
In imperfection charms to catch mankind. 

Neglect no means which may promete jftonr endh; 
Now learn what way of walking seoommendt. 37d 
Too mascuh’nc a motion shocks the aight» 

But female grace allures with strange deUghi* 

One has an artful swing and Jut behind. 

Which helps her coats to catch the swelling vindi 
Swell’d wi^ the wanton wind they leoady iMlb 
And ev’ry step and graoefbl motien slow* 

Another, like an Umbrian’s ituidy epoMe* 

Strides all the space her petticoat aUenw* 

Between extremes in this « mean e45**U SM 
r too nice a gait, nor toe vobuC* 
oowy-white yoor neck, yon tUU should mair 
i and the shoulder of tbeteft am hamt 
1 sights ne'er fail to fire any am’rons hadfty 
And make me pant to kirn the naked put. 

Sirens, the’ moasten of the eCemty nudm 
•Can ships when under sail withmangs detokift^* 
dpuld Ulyssus by bis fidnidi he lwaid» 
When mfi ha liston'd to thn ; ctM >iw i ug ^ 

2 
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Iqifiijjlf Jninuatei : learn, all ye Maidk! 3!i^O 
M* wjwn a fiMse forbids a voice persuades, 
na tbeatres loud straias ne hear, 
br in Ruelles «ome soft Egyptian air. 

Well shall she sing of #ioia I make my choice, 
And with her lute accompany her voice. 

The rocks were stirr'd, the beasts to listen staid, 1 
When on hlsiyre melodious Orpheus play*d ; > 

Ev'n Cerberus and hell that sound obey'd ; y 
And stones officious were tfay walls to raise, 

40 Thebes ! attracted by Amphion’s lays ; 400 

The dolphin, dumb itself, thy voice admir'd. 

And was, Arion I by thy songs inspir'd. 

Of sweet Callimachns the works rehearse, 
k And read Philetas' and Anacreon's verse. 
TtiMddian plays mky mneh the mind hhprove, 

But softest Sappho best instructs to love. 
Propertius, Gallus, and TibuHus, read. 

And let Narronian verse to these succeed : 

^illlien mighty Maro's work with care peruse, 

Of all the Lattan bards the noblest Muse : 

1, 'tis possible, in after-days, 

May 'scape oUivion, and be nam'd with t h ei ^ 
My libstr'd lines some readers may approve. 
Since I've instructed either sea in love. 

Whatever lieek you toad of this soft art, 

Bfgd with a tovitle voice and lover's heart. 

'Feeder Epistletivtoo, by pie are fram'd, 
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;Such wai ^nr sacred wHl, O tuneful Ninel 
i^uch thine, polio ! andLyaDus! thine. 4SO 

Still uDacr4>nip]ish*d maj the maid be thiMiglit, 
Who ^oefullj to dance was never tanght; 

That active dancing; may to love engage. 

Witness the well-kept dancers of the §tage. 

Of some odd triies Tm ashamed to tell, 

Tho* it becomes Uie sex to t'-illfr wi0 $ 

To rafle prettily, or slur a dye, 

Implies both cunning and dexterity. 

Nor is*t amiss at chess to be expert. 

For games most thoughtful sometimes moat diveet. 
Leura ev’ry game, you*ll Dad it prove of nsci 43f 
Parties begun at play may love produce. 

But easier *tis to learn bow bets to lay, 

Than how to keep your semper while yon pisjri 
I^nguarded then, eadi breast is open laid. 

And while the head's intent, the heart’s betray’d. 
Thv'n base desire of gain, then rage, appears. 
Quarrels and brawls arise, and anxious feam 
Then clamors and revilings readi the sky, 

‘While losing fumesters all the gods defy. 41^ 
TmA horrid oaths arc utter'd ev’ry cast | 

They grieve, and curie, and storm, nay weep^ li 
last. ^ 

<iood Jove avert such shamefU liratto as tJwie 
From ev’ry nymph whose bear^t indin’d topllMscI 
Pali recriiaiioos flt^he female hind, 

Nature 4^ m(tm hai rougher sfortodeaighWt 
sT 
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^ield the sword, and hurl the po^ntifed spear, 
Ihw'stop or fum the steed in full career. 

Tho* martial fields ill suit your tender frames, 
Nor may you swim in Ti^r^l rapid streams, 450 
Yet when Sol’s burnii^ i^efllli from Leo driTe, 
And at the glowing^ Virgin’s sign arrive, 

’Tis both allow’d and fit you should repair 
To pleasant Wilks, and breathe Tefresfaiug air. 

To Pompey’s Gardens, or the shady groves 
Which Cassiar honors, and which Phmbua loves ; 
Phoebus, who sunk the proud Egyptian fleet. 

And made Aaguslus’ victory complete: 

Or seek those shades Where monuments of fame 
Are rais’d to Livia’s and Octavio’s name; 460 
Or where Agrippa first adorn’d the ground, 

When he with nayal victory was cronn’d. 

To Isii’ fane, to theatres, resort. 

And in the Circus see the noble sport ; 

In cv'ry public place by tdhis be shown ; 

In vain you're fair while you remain unknown. 
Should you in singing Thamyras transcend, , ^ 'y 
Your voice unheard, who could yotr skill com- 
mend ? 

Had not Appclles drawn the sea-born queen, 
Ilerbentics still beneath the waves bad been. 470 
Poets inspit'd write <Mily for a name. 

And Mik their labors well repaid with fame. 

In former days I own the poets were ^ 

Of goils »nd kings t|ie most peenllar caned' 
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jVIajcstic Riif'c was in the name allow'd, 

And they with rich possessions were endow'd. 
Ennius with honors was by Scipio {grac’d, 

And next his own the poet's statue plac'd : 

But DOW their ivy crowns bear no esteem, 479 
And all their Icaming^'s thought an idle dream. 
Still there's a pleasure that proceeds from praise. 1 
What could the high renown of Jlomer raise, > 
But that he sung his Iliad's deathless lays? } 
\\ ho could have been of Dauae's charl&f as- 
sur’d, 

]?ad she grown old within her tow'r jmiaur'd ? 
This as a, rule let ev'ry uynpb pursue. 

That ’tib her lut'rest oft' to come in view. 

A hungry wolf at all the herd will run, 

111 hopet. thro' many to make sure of one : 

So let the fair the gaaing crowd assail, 490 
That o\cr one at least she may prevail. 

In ev'ry place to please be all her thought} 
yS here sometimes least we think the fish isoauglitt 
Fomclinies all day we hunt the tedious soil. 

Anon the stag himself shall seek the toil. 

"liow^oould Andromeda once doubt relief, 
W'hose charms were beiglstcn'd and adorn'd Jgf 
grief? 

The widow'd fair who sees her lord expire, 1 
W hilc yet she weeps may kindle new deprab r 
And Hyn:en's (ePt^ relight with fun'ral fint > 
Bewate of men wfaonre toofprneely dros**d|j501 
And look, you fly with spired p fop pcofeia'd r 
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Such tools to you, and to a thousand more, 

Will tell the same dull story o'er and o'er. 

This way and that unsteadily they rove, 

And, never ^'d, are fiig^itives in love. 

Such flutt'rin^ thing^s all^lramen sure should hate, 
Li'ht as themselves, and more effeminate. 

Believe me; all 1 say is for your good; 

Had Priam been believ'd, Troy still had stood. 510 
Many with base designs will passion feign, 
Who know no love but sordid love of gain ; 

But let not powder'd heads nor essenc'd hair 
Your well^lieving easy hearts insnare. 

Rich clothos are oft' by common sharpers worn. 
And diamond rings felonious hands adorn : 

So may your lover bum with fierce destre 
Your jewels to enjoy and best attire. 

Poor Cloe robb’d, runs crying thro* the streets, 
And as she tvus, * Give me my own,' repeats. 520 
How often, Venus ! hast thou heard such cries, 
And laugh'd amidst thy Appian votaries ? 

Some so notorious are, their very name 
Must ev'iy nymph whom they fiequ^ deftme. 
Be warn'd by ills which others have destrey'd. 
And faithless men with constant care avoid : 

Trust not a Theseus, fair Athenian maid ! 

Who has io oft' tb* attesting gods betray'd ; 

And thMf Demophoonl heir to Xheseus* crimes, 
finilt lost thy credit to alt fiptato 4BBet. 530 
Ptondie tor promiee ofaoUy affford. 

But once a oontnet aiadc» keep well your word ; 
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I or shf |«r anjr act ol hell is fit, 

And, undisma^r'd, maj sacrilege commit, 

M ith impious hands could quench the vestal fire* 
Poison her husband, in her arms, for Inrc, 

"W ho first to take a lover’s gift complies, 

And then delrauds him, and his claim denies. 

But hold, my Muse ! check thy unruly horse, 
And more in sight pursue th’ intended course. 540 
If love epistles tender lines impart. 

And billet-doux are seat to sound your heart, 

Xet all such letters by a faithful maid 
Or confidant be secretly convey’d: 

Soon from the vrords you'll judge, tf read irith 
care, 

When feign’d a passion is, afid when siocere* 

Ere in return you vrrite, some time re^rei 
Delays, if oot too lotig, increase desires 
Aor let die pressing youth with ease obtain, 

Nor yet refuse him wxUi too rude dWabi- 550 
JHow let his hopes, now let hii feats, ncredM, 

But by degrees let fear to hope give place. 

Be sure avoid set phrases pbesa you vvrili } 

The usual way of speech if more poUti. 

Dow have 1 seen the puzaied lover vex'd 
To read a letter with barftpords perplex’d 1 
A style too coarse takes firom a baadsome feoc. 
And makes us pish an ^lier in its plaOh 
But since (Oip' abasUty be not yoardMM) 

You from your hnshmid still woaMUktVMM! 
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Write to no gtrani^er till his truth be tryhi, b6l 
Nor in a foolish messeog^cr confide. 

Wbat Of onies that woman undergoes 
Whose hand the traitor threatens to expose ; 

Who, rashljr trusting, drgads to be deoeir’d, 

And lives for ever to that difead inslav’d ! 

Such treachery can never be surpast. 

For those disoov’ries sure as lightning blast. 
Might I advise, fraud should with firand be paid ; 
Let arms repel all who with arms invade. 570 
But since jour letters inaj be brought to light, 
What if in sev’ral hands jou leam’d to write i 
Mj curse on him who Jrst the sex botraj’d. 

And this advioe so necessary made. 

Nor let your podkablwok two hands contain ; 
Firft tiih your lover^s ont, then write again. 

Still unecontrivaDce more remains behind. 

Which you^y use as a oonvement blind ; 

Ai If to woman writ, your letters fiame. 

And let your friend to you subscribe a female 
naaie. ^ ^80 

Now greater things to tell my Mnse ! prepare, 
And clap on all the sails the bark oan be^. 

Let no rude passions in your looks find place. 

For fiity will dtform ther finest free i 
It awelb the lips, and blackens all the veins, 
'While in the eye a Gt^oa horror «inigas. 

Wlpmnher Ante ditiae Manaira play'd, 
ibid bin Cmtahieaw the cbmige it made, 
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^Mrel^n||r te cbeek, ihe it ^oick uids, % 

' Nor is Chj music so much worth,’ rtiecry’d. 590 
ivook in jour g:lass when jou with cnffCT g^low. 

And jou’ll confess jnu scarce yonrselves can kwoir ; 
^or with excessive pride insult the sights 
For gentle looks alone to love invite. 

Believe it as a truth that’s dailj tfj'd, 

There’s nothii^ more detestable than pride. 

How have 1 seen some airs disgust create# 

Like things which bj antipathy we hate! 

Let looks with looks, and smiles with smiles, be 
paid. 

And when your lover bows iodine your head t 600 
So love preluding, plays at first with hearts, 

And after wounds with deeper p i ar d ng darts. 

Nor me a melancholy mistrees charms t 
Let sad Teemessa weep in Ajax’ arms i 
Let moumhig beanties sdHea heroet movet 
'Vi'e cheerful men like gaiety in love. 

Let Hector in Andhomadie delight. 

Who in bewailing Troy w»tes all the dight : 

Had they not both borne ehildrra (to be pido) 
f -ao’er could think they’d with their bnslniali 
lain. «10 

I no idea in my mind can fhprae 
That either one or t’otbm dolefttl dame 
Could toy, could fondle, oroeuM call tMIrlerda 
My life I my soul t or speak endearing 

VI fay from oontparisoas, should I refeBM,^ ^ ^ ; 

Or fear sauUl things by greater to explain! 
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conduct prudent g:cn*ral!i »«r, 
how their sev'ral officers the j choose : 
nltioae a charge of infaiitrj commit, 

AjMther for the horse is thought more fit. 620 
So .you jrour sev’ral lovcr^hhould select. 

And as you find *em qualify M direct. 

The wealthy lover store of gold should send, 

The lawyer should in courts your case defend : 

We who write verse with verse alone should briber 
Most apt to love is all the tuneful tribe : 

By us your fame shall thro* the world be blaz'd ; 
So Nemesis, so Cynthia's name was rais'd. 

From east to west Lycoris' praises ring. 

Nor are CorioBa's silent, whout we sing. 650 
No fraud th^ poet*s sacred breast can bear ; 

Mild are his manners, and his heart sincere. 

Nor wc^tfa he seeks, nor feels ambition's fires. 

But shuns tb« bar, and books and sbadet requires. 
Too faithfully, alas ! we know to> love. 

With ease we fix; but we with pain remove ; 

Our softer itudies with our souls combine. 

And boitfi to tenderness onr hearts incline. 

Be gentle. Virgins ! to the poet's pray'r i 
The god that fills him, and the Muse revere; 5*0 
Something divine is in u#, and fh>m hcav'n, 

Th’ inspiring spirit can alone be giv'n. 

^Tis aia a ^ce from poets to exact ; 

But *Uf a ain no woman fears to act : 

Yet hide, hnwe'er, your avarice from sights 
Lest you too soon your new admirer fright. . 
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As skilful riders rein with diff’re&t force > 

> now-back'd courser and a well-train'd horse. 

Do >ou different niuiiagcineat engage 

The man in years and youth of greener age. 650 

This, while the wiles of lore are yet unknown, 

Will gladly cleave to you, and you aldne { 

With kind caresses oft* indulge the boy. 

And all the harvest of hi& heat enjo^. 

A lone, thus bless’d, of rivals most beware ; 

‘ Nor love nor empire can a rival bear.' 

Men more discrcelly love when more mature. 

And many things which youth disdains cudurc ; 

^o windows break, nor houses set on hre, 

^or tear their own or mistresses attire. 660 
lu youth the boiling blood gi\es fury venti 
lint men in years more calmly wrongs resent t 
As wood when green, or as a torch when wet, 

'J'hey slowly hwn, but long retain their beat. 

More bright is youthful flame, hut sooner dies ; 
Then swiftly seiae the joy that swiftly flics. ' 
Thus all betraying to the beauteous foe,' 

How surely to enslave ourselves we show. 

To tcust u traitor you'll no scruple make. 

Who is a traitor only for your sake. . 670 

W ho yields too soon will soon her lover low ; 
Would you retain him long, then long refuse; 

Oft' at your door make him for eatrtince wait. 
There let him |ie, aad threaten, and entreat. 

When cloy'd with sweets, bitten the tasltp^ffstom g . 
Miips by fair winds are sometimes run ashore. 
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fUl&lt AprinJ^B tbe coldnesB of a marry'd life, 

Hie husband when he pleases has his wife. 

Bar but your g:ate, and let your porter cry, 

‘ Here’s no admittance, Siri I must denyt* 680 
The very husband, so repuls’d, will find 
A. growing inclination to be kind. 

Thus far with foils you're fought ; those laid ^ 
aside, f 

I now sharp weapons for the sex proride, t 
Nor doubt against myself to see 'em try'd. j 
When first a lover you design to charm. 
Beware lest jealousies his soul alarm t 
Make him believe, with all the skill you can. 
That he, and only he's tbe happy man. 

Anon by due degrees small doubts create, 6Q 0 

And let him fear some rival's better fate : 

Sueh little arts make love its vigor hold, 

Which else would languish, and too soeii grow old. 
Then strains the courser to outstrip the wind, 
Wbm one before him runs, and one he hears be^ 
hind. 

Love, when extinct, suspicions may revive i 
I own when mine s secure ’tis scarce alive : 

Yet one precaution to this rule belongs. 

Let ns at most inspect^ not prove, our wrongs. 
Sometimes, your lover to incite the more, 700 
Pretend your husband's spies beset the door : 
Tho' free as Thais, stili affect a fright ; 

For leemf danger heightens the delight. 
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Oft' let the jouth in thro* ^our vindow atcsl^ 

Tho* he might enter at the door as well ; 

And sometimes let jour maid surprise pretend. 
And beg you in some hole to hide your friend. 
Yet erer and anon dispel his fear. 

And let him taste of happiness sincere | 

l^st, quite dishearten'd with too much fatigne, 7 1 0 

He should grow weaiy of the doll iatepfue* 

But 1 forget to tell how you may try 
Both to evade the husband and the spy. 

That wives should of their hnshands stand in 
awe. 

Agrees with justice, modesty, and lawi 
But that a mistress may he lewiul piiae, 

Xone but her keeper I am sura denins* 

For suph fair djvphi these Pieeepis are design’d* 
Which ne'er m joined with a wBlieg mind* 
Tho* stock nib AigiH’ eyes your kejpr? ne% 
Advis'd by me yon afaali elude bis com* 

When yde to wash or bathe retire ftnmdflHb' 
Can he observe what letters then yon wtte? 

Or can his caution against saefa provide. 

Which in her breast yoi|r oonfidapt wr hide f 
Can he the note beneath her gnrtfr view, 

Or that which, more oonceaTd, b In bfr shoe? 
Tet them peroeiv'd, yon mey her beck ondmii, 
And wri^ on her skin your mind avpiem* 

New milk, or poiaEted spires of ta, when gmih* 
Will ink wipply, and lettefs nmh mmmi 
T 2 



mANSLA-TfOVS. 


20S 

Fair will the paper show, nor can be read 
Till all the writiae^*8 with warm ashes spread. 

Acrisios was with all his care betray’d, « 

.And in his tow’r of brass at^graodbire made. 

Cuu spies avail when ymi plays resort, 

Or 111 the Circus view the noble sport ? 

Or can you be tt> Isis’ fane pursu’d. 

Or Cybelle’a, Whose rites all men exdude ? 

Tho’ watchful servants to the ba^io come, 740 
They’re ne’er admitted to the bathing-room. 

Or when some sodden sxekness you pretend, 

May you not take to your sick bed a friend ? 
False keys a prWate passage may procure. 

If not, thare ane more Ways besides the door. 
Sometinies with wine your watchful folFwer treat | 
When drunk you may with ease his care defeat ; 
Or, lo parrenc too sudden a surpriae* 

Fr^jMtc a alnepiDg draught to seal eyes : 

Or let your maid, still longer time tb gain, 750 
dd’HlGlination for his person feign ; ,>> 

With faint rMistance let her drUl him on, 

And after competent delays be woU. 

But what weed all> these various doubtfeil wiles, 
Smee gold the greatest vigilance beguiles ? 

Believe me, me* and gods with gifts are pleas’d i 
Ev.’ii angry Jove with oflT’rings is appeas’d. 

With prasenti fools and wise alike are canght t 
CHve but enough, the husband may be bought. 
Bit let nhtdMm yon, when you bribe a epy, 7dO 
Tiut you for ever bii coonivauce buy ; 



Fay liim hii price at once, for with auoh men 
You'll know no end of giving now and then. 

Once I remember, 1 with cause oomplaiB'd 
Of jealousy, occasion’d by a friend. 

Believe me, apprehensions of that kind 
Arc not alone to our false sex confin’d. 

Trust not too far your she-companions truth, 

Lest she lometinies should intercept the youth : 
That very confidant that lends the b^ 770 
May entertain your lover in your steads 
Nor keep a servant with too fair a face. 

For such I’ve known supply her lady’s plane. 

But whither do I run with heedless rage, 
Teachmg the foe unequal war to wage ? 

Did ever bird the fowler's net prepare ? 

Was ever hosmd instructed by the bare 1 
But all self-ends and int’rest set apart, 
ril faitbfiilly proceed to teach my art i 
Defenceleu and unarm’d expose, my life, 780 
And for the Lemnian ladies whet the kadfe# 
Ferpetual fondness of your lovtf dbign, 

Nqr will you find it hard belief to gain i 
Fdirof himself, he your design will aid'i 
To what we wish *tii easy to persuade. 

With dying eyes his faoe and forni enrvey. 

Then sigh, and wonder be so long oonld smys 
Now dropw tear yoor sorrows to aasnage. 

Anon repmaefa him, nd pretend to rage. 

5nch proofe as these will all distrastivdlove, 700 
And's^e him pity your excessive love : 
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Scarce to himRelf will lie forbear to cry, 

* How can I let this poor fond creature die!* 

But chieflv one such food behaviour fires, 

Who courts his glass, and his Own charms admires ; 
Proud of the homage to ^ merit done, 

He'll think a goddess might with ease bO Iton. 
Light wrongs, be sure, you still n^th mildness 
bear. 

Nor straight fly out when you a rival fear : 

Let not your passions o'er your sense prevail, 8CX> 
Nor credit lightly ev'ry idle tale : 

Let Frocis* fate a sad example be 
Of what effects attend credulity. 

Near where his purple head Hymettus shows, 
And fiow'iing hills, a sacred fountain flows. 

With soft and verdant turf the soil is spread, 

And sweetly-smelling shrubs the gromid o'erskadc : 
There rosemary and bays their odors join. 

And with the fragrant myrtle's scent combine : 
There tamarisks with thick-lcav’d box are found, 
And cytisBus And garden pines abdund, 8 1 1 
While thro’ the boughs soft winds of zephyr pass, 
Tremble the leaves, and tender tops of grass : 
Hither would Cephaius retreat to rest. 

When tir'd with ■hunting, or with heat oppitst. 
And tbna to Air the panting youth would pray, 

* Come, gentle Aura ! come, this beat allay.* 

Bat some tale-bearbig too ofllcioiu friend, 

9y dianoe o'erheard him at be thus oomplaln'di 
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Who vilJi the news to Procris quick repair^, 820 
Repeating word for word what she had hdafd. 
Soon as the name of Aura reach’d her cart, 

With jeakmsj surpris’d and fainting fears, 

Her rosy color fled her lovely face, 

And agonies, like death, supply’d the place < 

Pule she appear’d as are the falling leaves, 

When first the vine the winter’s blast receives ; 

Of ripen’d quinces such the yellow hue, 

Or when unripe we cornel-herrics view. 

Reviving from her swoon, her robes she tore, 830 
Nor her own faultless face to wound forbore. 

Now all dishevell’d to the wood she flies. 

With Bacchanalian fury in her eyes : 

Thither arriv’d, she leaves below her friends, 

And all alone the shady hill ascends. 

What folly, Procris ! o’er thy mind prevail’d? 
What rage, thus fatally to lie conceal’d ? 

Whoe’er this Aura be (such was thy thought) 

She now shall in the very fact be caught. 

Anon thy heart repents its rash desi§lif, 840 
And now to go and now to stay ioclinei. 

Thii* love with doubts perplexes still thy mind, 
And makes thee seek what thou must dread to 
&id; 

But still thy rival’s name rings in thy ears, 

And more snspidous still the place appears t 
But more than all exscssive love deceives, 

Whieh all it too easily believes. 
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And now a cliilnoif run thro* erVj vein. 

Soon u fhe lavrwhere CephaluB had lain. 

*Twas noon, when he again retir’d to shun 850 
The Bcorcbing arddr of t)ie midrday Bun $ 

With water first he Bprinklefjo*er bis face, 

Whidt flow’d with heat, then Bought his usual 
place. 

Procris, with anziobs, but with silent care. 

View’d him ezteuded, with his bosom bare. 

And heard him soon th’ accustom'd words repeat, 

* Come, Zephyr ! Aura 1 come allay this heat.' 
Soon as she found her error from the word. 

Her color and her temper were restor'd t 

With joy she rose to olasp him in her arms, 860 
But Ccphalns the rustling noise alarms ( 

Some beast, he thinks, be in the bushes bears, 

And straight his arrows and his bow prepares. 
Hold ! hold I unhappy youth! — I call in vain; 
With thy own hand thou hast thy Procris slain. 

* Me, me,* she cries, ‘ thou’st wounded with thy 

♦ darl* 

‘ But Cepbalns was wont to wound this heart : 

* Yet lighter on my ashes earth will lie, 

* Since, tbo* untimely, 1 unrivall'd die. 

« Come, close with thy dear band ray eyes in death, 
*• Jealous of Air, to Air I yield my breath.* 87 J 
Close to his heavy heart her cheek be laid. 

And wash'd with streaming tears the wound he 
made I 
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\t lougtb the springs of life their currents leave, 
\nd her last gasp her hnsband’s lips receive. 

Xow to pursue our voyage we must provide^ 
Till safe to port our weary bark we guide. 

You may expect, perhaps, 1 now should teach 
What rules to treats and cntcrtainiQGiits reach. 
Come uot'the first in\itcd to a feasti 8t0 

Hathcr come last, as a more grateful guest ; 

For that of which we fear to be depriv’d, 

Meets with the surest wdcome when arriv'd. 
Besides, complexions of a coarser kind 
From candlelight no small advantage find. 

During the time you cat observe some grace. 

Nor let your unwip’d hands besmear your face ; 
Nor yet too squeamishly your meat avoid, 

Lest we suspect you were in private cloy’d. 

Of all extremes in either kind beware, 690 
And still before your belly’s full fqrbear. 

No glutton nymph, however fair, can wound, 

Tho’ more than Helen she in charms abound. 

1 own 1 think of wine the mod’rpte use 
More suits the sex, and sooner finds excuse ; 

It warns the blood, adds lustre to tbe eyes. 

And Wine and Love have always beeb allies x 
But dhrefully from all iotemp’rance keep, 

Nor drink till yon see double, lisp, or sleep 
For in suoh slMps brutalities are done, 900 
Which tho* you loath you have no pow’r to shun. 

And no# th’ instructed nymph, from table led. 
Should next be taught how to behave in bed : 
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JB^t modesty forbids, nor more my Muse 
with weary wini^s the labor'd fli pursues ; 
ver purple iwaDs unyok'd, the chariot leave, 
nee^ul rest (their journey done) receive. 
Thus with impartial eare my art I show, 
And'eqii^ arms on either Ak bestow; 

While men and maids, who by my niles improve, 
Ovid must own tbw matter is in love. d 1 1 
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Slifitimntt* 

THE design of thlsSitlrc is to expose and lepetbend all man- 
ner of intemperance and debau^^, but more particularljr 
that exorbitant luxury used by the Romans In their feasting. 
The poet draws the occasion from an invitation which he here 
makes to his friend to dine with him: very artfully prepar- 
ing him, with what he has to expect from his treat, by begm- 
ning the Satire with a particular invective against the vanity 
and folly of some persons who, having hut mean fortunes in 
the world, attempted to live up to the height of men of great 
Cbtates and quality. He shows us the miserable end ot such 
spendthrifts and gluttons, with the manner and courms which 
they took to bring themselves to It; advising men to live 
within bounds, ana to proportion their Inclinations to the ex- 
tent of their fortune. He gives his tneml a bill of fare of the 
cnterulnment he has provided for him, andfrom thence he 
takes occtuion to reflect upon the temperance and frugality of 
<he greatest nsen In former ages, to which he opposes tlie riot 
and intemperance ot the present; attributing to the latter a 
visible remissnesa in tbc care of Heaven over the Roman 
state. He mstanees come lewd practices at their feasts, and 
by the by touches the nobility, with makuig vice and de. 
bauchery ooosisl with their principal pleasures. He cooeludes 
with a repeated invitation to his friend, advising him (in one 
particulir somewhat freely) to a neglect of all cares and dls- 
quiets for the present, and a moderate use of pfeasores fqr the 
future. 


Iv noble AfAdMl tnalce splendid feasts, 

And with ex|Mli^V^£bod indnljre his 

His wealth aadf support the 

Nor is it laRhry but stnte t 

Put when powr Rdcilas spends tdl ha^s tfonb, 

Tn hopes wf settop ode |g<M>d fitter !i!hi^. 
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’.X>B downright madness, for what j^reatcr jests 
^haii l)cg'ging: gluttons, or than beggars' feasts ? 

But Ilutilus is now notorious grown, 

And proves the coniuion theme of all the town. ' 

A man in his full tide of ^qnthfal blood, ] ] 
Able for arms, and for his’^untrjr’s good. 

Urg’d bjf no pow’r, restrain’d by no advice, 

But following his own inglorious choice, 

’Mongst Gonunon fencers practises the trade, 

That end debasing for which arms were made ; 
Arms, whifdi to man ne’er-dying fame affoni, 

But his dUgface is owing to his sword. 

Many there arc of the same wretched kind, 

\\ horn their despairing creditors may fiiul 20 
Lurking in shambles, where with borrow’d coin 
They buy choice meats, and in cheap plenty dine ; 
Such whose sole blrss is eating { who can give 
But that one brutal reason why they live : 

And yet, what's more ridiculous of these. 

The poorest wretch is still most hard to please ; 
And he whose thin transparent rugs declare 
llnw much his tatter'd fortune wants repair, 
Would ransack ev’ry clement for choice 
Of ev ry fish and fowl at any price : 30 

If brought from far it very dear has cost, 

It has a flavor then which pleases ibost, V 

And he *deiioms it with a greater gust. j 

In riot 'thus, while money last!;, he 4ves, 

And that eahaufi^d, still new pledges gives. 

Till forc’d of mc aCTM Ccasity to eat. 

He comet to pawn bu dish to buy his meat 
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Nothing of silver or of gold he spares. 

Not what his mother's sacred Image i»ears $ 

The broken relic be with speed devours, ^ 40 

As he would all the rests of *i ancestors 
If wrought in gold, or if, expos’d to sale, 

Tbej’d pay the price of one luxurious meal. 

Thus certam min treads upon his heels. 

The stings of hunger soon, and want, be Ihels i 
And thus is he reduc’d at length to serve 
Fmicers for miserable scraps, or starve. 

Imagine now you see a plenteous feast. 

The question at whose expense 'tis dreet f 
In great Ventidius we the bounty prize, 50 
In Rutilni the vanity despise. 

Strang^ ignorance 1 that the same man who kaorrv 
How far yond* mount above this molehlu shows, 
Should not perceive a difference as great 
Between imaU incomes and a vast estate I 
From heav'n to mortals, sure that rule was s^, 
Of, * Know thyself,’ and hy some god waa meant 
To be our never-erring pilot here. 

Thro' all the varions courses which we steer. 
Thersites, the’ the moft presumpt’ons Greek, BO 
/Yet durst not fbr Aotiilies' armenr qpeak, 

When scarce Ulysses had a good pretence. 

With all th* advantage of his eloquence. 

Whoe’er atlhlupM weak causes to snppoH, 

Ought ta be veiy suni^^s abla finr'l, 

4na not mistake tUfmfioBi* impudence 
Bar banuonj >$£ werdd'and force of tense t 
eananavato « 
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Fools onlj make attempts bejrond iheir skill ; 

A wise man's pow'r 's the limit of his will. 

If Fortune has a tuggarA been to thee, ^ 70 
Derote tbjrself to thrift, not luxury, 

And wisely make that kindlKitf food thy choice 
To which necessity confines th jr price. 

Well may they fear some miserable epd 
Whom Gluttony and Want at once attend^ 

Whose Urge voracious throats have swallow'd all. 
Both land and stock, int'rest and principal : 

Well may they fear, at length, vile Pollio's fate. 
Who sold his very ring to purchase meat; 

And tho* a knight *moogst common slaves now 
stands, 80 

Begging an alms with undistinguisb'd hands. 
Snueauddm death to 6U(^ should welcome be, 

On whom each added year heaps misery. 

Scorn, poverty, rcprokch, and infamy. 

Bat there are steps in villainy which these 
Observe to tread «uid follow by degrees. 

Money they borrow, and from all that lend. 
Which never meaning to restore, they spend ; 

But that and their small stock of credit ^one. 

Lest Aome should grow to6 warm, from thence 
they run; t)0 

For of late years 'tis no more sedodal grown 
For debt and roguery to quit tbe town, 

Than in the midst of $umniqr*l scorehmg heat 
From crowds, and noise, an4lMs'oesB, to retrear. 
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One onlj grief such fugitives can 
lie6ecting on the pleasuies left behind. 

The pU^s and loose divenions of the place. 

But not one blush appears for the disgrace. 

Ne’er was of modesty so great a dearth. 

That, out of counfnance, YirtueU fled ftvm earth « 
Baffled, expos'd to ridicule and sooru, 101 

file’s «ith Astrea gone, not to ntum. 

This day, my Persicus, thou shalt perceive 
Whether myself I keep those rules I gMe, 

Or else an unsuspected ghttton live s 
If moderate fare and ahstiitenoe } prize 
In public, yet in private gormandize. 

£v§inder’s feast reviv’d to*4ay thou’lt see | 

The poor Evander 1, aud thou shalt be 
Alcides and ASneas both to me. ^ 110 

Meantime 1 send yo|j oQvr yoi^r bill ef ftrei 
JBe not surpiif’d that *t^ all homely chewt 
toT noticing from tbf shambles 1 provide. 

But from mj own small ^srm ^ tend’nat kid^ ; 
And fattest of asy floc^, » MWkliog yet, ^ 

That ne'er had nourishmeet but t^4 

No bitter willow-tops have been its ibo^ 
iicaroe grass j its veins have mere ef 
blood. 

Next that sb^l mowtajn ’f^penigtts h# MMr i 

Pull'd by ^piit plaii} h^t maidsf 

The j^g^t enrm iw# she iljl 

Together Sritb the which laid *ai% di^; 

V 2 
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Qasten of grapes preserv'd for half a-jear. 

Which plump and fresh as on the vines appeari 
Apples of a ripe llavor, fresh and fair. 

Mix'd with the Syrian and rhe ^i^oiao pear. 
Mellow'd by winter fretoi the tcruder juice, 

Idfht of difestion now« for use. 

Snoh food as this would have been heretofore 
Aeoounted riot in a senator : 1 30 

When the g^ood Cnrius thought it no disgrace 
'^ith his 'own hands a few small herbs to dress. 
And from his Utiie garden cub’d a feast 
Which fetter'd slaves would now disdain to taste : 
For scarce a slave but has to dinner now 
The well'dress'd paps of a fat pregnant sow. 

But heretofore 'twas thought a sumptuous 
trtet 

On birthdnys, festirals, or days of state, 

A salt dry ditch of bacon to prepare : 

If they had fresh meat *twas delicious fare I 140 
Which rarely hrapen'd: and 'twas bighlv pria'd 
If aught was left of what they sacriic’d. 

To ewtertahuiients of this kind would coma 
The worthiest and the greatest men in Romei 
19ay» seldom any at such treats were seen 
Vnt ttiOBe who had at least thrice Cbnsul been, 

Or the Dictator's office had discharg'd. 

And now, from honofnble toll eilargM, 

Retir'd to htohandtond ffiaanre their lend, 
BnaMlag thenael^ei to^toton they mi^ com- 
mand. 150 
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Thee 7 * kavc liieen the good old “gen'rlCl 

haste. 

Before th* appointed hodr, to taxA a iSeast, 

His spade aloft, as ’twero in trhllDph held. 

Proud of the conquest of some stnohoni field. 
’Twas then, when pious Consuls bore the 8 wa 7 , 
And Vice, disconnig’d, pale and tremblings laji 
Our Censors then were subject to the 
Er'n PowV itself of Justice stood in awe 1 
It was not then a Roman's an^dous thought 15P 
Where largest tortbtse<-shelIs wdre to be bbug1i^| 
Where pearls miglit of the greatestprice be had/ ^ 
And shining jewels to adorn bis bed, 

That he at tnst expt nse might IbU bis bead'. J 
Plain was bis couch, and onl 7 rich Ms mind 1 
Contentedlj he slept, as cheaply ta he dlfi'd. 

The soldier then, in Grecian arts itnIkllPd, " 
Returning rioh with plunder ftoih the ftehl, ' 
jf enps of sHrer or of gold' he bnught. 

With jewels set, and exquisitely wrought, 

To gloxions trapping straight the |lldlb be 
And with the gliit’ringtpoUbts horse addunil, ijlj 
Or else a helmet for himself be mhde,^^ 

Where Tononotrarlake fignrfe^'hgefe IhhiMf 
The Roman Wolf snchlfhg the twins 
And^ Ids 

HovVing ahom lAl dmM dill threaMl 
As threaCiifie^dbW 1^' 

No n^W hfidta / ' ' 

^’plcnflifl (httv were in war, and there alone: 179 
V 3 
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Vo iii|eboiTds then wth ^Ided plate were 4 km*iI, 
No fweatinf ilneef irith massive dishes press'd ; ' 
Expensive riot was not miderstood, 

Bnt earthen platters heli( their food. 

Who would not envj tbepi #bat afc of bliss, 

That sees with shame the Inxn^ of this ? 

Hfav'n, unwearied then, did blesttnifs ponr,^ 

And pitjioff Jove foretold each dao^'rous hour; 
Mankind were then familiar with the god; 

He snitf ’d their incense with a gracious nod. 

And would have still been bonnteons as of old, 
Had we not left him for that idol, GMd. 

His golden statues hence the god have driven, 1 
Eor well hi knoHi where our devotion's giv'n ; > 
’Tit gold wt^ worship, tho' we praj to Heaven. ) 
Woodf if. our own afforded tables then, 

Tho* none oan please us now but firom Japan. 
Invite mj l^ord to dnoi end let him have 
The nicest dish his appetite can crave. 

But let it on an oaken board be set, 

Hii Xiordship will grow sick, and cannot eat: 200 
Sometfaipg'a aidiss, he fcnoirs not what to think ; 
Eith^ jour ven’soB 't rank dr ointmenta stink- 
Order soma other table to be brought, 

^t Areot uxpenoe in India bought* 
Bcn|U«% w^ orb Inrip yvfmhg g unth giy li^ 
taiTd^^ri^ fod e anil f, of 
HelliMkj;^jnoi«Q|(th^p^^ » 

The nwitt,|pQpfiiu, «nd Idusdgnowi wuU. 



SATIRE El. or JOTEXAL. 


An iT’rj table is a certaia whet ; ^ , 

Yoh would not think how heartily he*n ea^ 

As if new Tijfor to hit teeth were lefttf 
By sympathy from those o* th* elephant. 

But such fine feeders are no fiiesti for me » 
Riot agrees not with frugality . 

Then that unfashionable man am I ; 

With me they'd starve for want of irofy* 

For not one inch does my whole honm 
Nor m nty very tables or ebess^boaidi 
Of bone the handles of ny knives are made, 

'k et no ill taste from thence afihcts the blade* 

Or what 1 carve { nor is there ever left 
Any unsav'ry haut-gofit from the haft. 

A hearty welcome to plain wboleioma meat 
You'll find, but serv'd up m no ibnnal ftate t 
sew'rs nor dezt'roui carvers halre 1 got. 

Such as by Yry|lhenu are taught* 

In whose fam’d sehools the various forms appear 
Of fishes, beasts, and all tfm fowls o' th' air, ^ 
And where, with blunted knives, his snbolam learn 
How to dissect, and tl^ nieejoints diiemi 
Whde aU tbeneighb'lhoodam wiftiholfo 
From the harsh earving of his wooden |mst. 

On me attends a ii^ilfidiad* 

On foagmcnts fed* m boii^y ganaenis ^* 

At once my earver aa^ my 6aiupedc| 

With dillgenoe he'd derve ns*^wnk wp dl^. 

And ill phdn heeelMm vessels fills our wfoa* 


1 
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tSi» IwAuteous boys t keep, frovl’biygiebroiighta 
oetamites^ by tbaniefal paodert taught { 

Chily to oie two homelired youthi belong, 240 
UnslriH'd in any but tbetf mother-tongue ; 

Alike In ieaiure both, appear. 

With honest faces, tho* with uncurl'd hair. 

This day thou shaft my rural pages see^ 

For 1 have drest 'ech both to wait on thee : 

Of cbttotry swains they both were bom, and one 
My ploi^hman's is, toother shepherd’s sou; 

A qheerral sweetness fn his look^ he has, 
idnocence unartful in his fiira ; 

Tbo’ sometimes sadness will o*ercast the joy, 250 
And gentle sighs break A-om the tender boy : 

Hit absence IVoih his inolber oft^ he’ll mourn, 

And with bii i^et look wishes to return, 

Longii^ to ^ bU tender kids again. 

And feed htt la^bs upon the dow'ry plain: 

A modest bliiib be Mrs, not form'd by art i 
Flee from deceit ms face, and full as free hia 
bWti ' 

^ich lobkt,7inch $shfblnets, migbt veil adorn \ 


^ich lobkt. inch Mhfblnets, mjirbA w^Il adorn 1 
Tbe dbeeitfotyo^ths that are more nobly Wrn I 
But nobH^M ihose fumble ignceii 
This yqvth h^'My ebaB my smidl tiea^ attend, 
And on^ with shidl seiire m;^ friend, 
With wine from his owii cotmto brought, ^ \ 

1^0 * " , I 

From the saaife elhel benUth whose tmiilful f 
He and hti wanton kids hare often play'd. J 



•ATia* XI. pw MJmtAL, $g§ 

But yon, pediapi^ expect » noduh feMf« 

'With am’roiu cone* mnton dioeM fnc'di 
’Where iprightljr femalei, to the mld^ Hfii 
Trip lightly o'er the greiiQd, and fHih io liry 
Whose pliaotUmbsiavaiionipoitaneaBore, StfO 
And tfrine and bound as in the rage of lovaa 
Such sights the languid nerves to action stir. 

And jaded Lust springs forward with this mw : 
Virtue would shrink to hear this lewdness tsdd* ^ 
Wbidi husbands new do with their wives hcbolli 
A needful help to make *em both eppiwa 
The dry embraces of long-wedded Love: 

In nuptial cinders this revives the fire* 

And tnms their mutual loathing to desiiei 
But she who by her sex's charter mast 900 
Have double pleasure paid* feels double lnst| 
Apace she warms with, an immoderate heat* 
Strongly her bosom h^ves and pulses beatf 
With glowing cheeks and trembling iha 
lies. 

With arms expanded and with naked thighs* 
Sucking in passion both at ears and , 

But this becomes not me nor my fft^^ 

These are the vidons follies of the fCtoti * 

Let him who does on iv'iy tnhins dhie^ ^ 

Whose marble fioots with dnmkea •JWrtIhgs 
shhiot 

Let hits loiddons songs and dimeto hnvtt 
Which or V’ ew ^ towdoat slafin* 



^tinLA*Vlof^t. 


The fHeft pttntXHatt Hi an Oie ite^ 

Wkk bailiAtl UiAlllHaikiii WMid leftist. 
Bvt'MtiHe 4faere ezfenuatei tike erlme ; 

Wbal^ vice In me is oiHy miith in him : 
l)be firHhi ^vWbh mnrdetr, or dice, afford, 1 
A veitia Miifh*d, or a itotron Whor*d, i 

Are landable diretfliOM in a lord. / 

IbM npf pbo# enCertainmeDt ii destgiiM '300 
T*'aflbfd yon ^teaiares df another kind: 

TtC^fth yonr tatfte ydiff hnaittiT shall be fed. 
And Uninm eMsnd lidei and Vir^ iTs read, 
Cither or eirhom dodk in mankind excel, 

Tho* erhleh exceed! the other none can tell. 

It matter! not 4ith Hhat ill tone tl^ey're song ; 
Verse so mhlimdlj good no voice can strong. 

Cow tlkoi be all thy weighty caret away, 1 
Thy Jidlei^e! and feari, and while yon may V 
To |ieBni and toft repose give all the day. 3 10 J 
^roln thoughts of dent or any worldijr ill 
Ik five I be all uneasy paislooB still. 

V^hat thb* thy wife do with the morning light 
^hen fbdtt hi vain hast toird and drudg’d all 
alight) 

Steal finiidi bed and hOiiie, abroad to roam. 
And having dvenoh’d her flame oome breathless 
home, 

'Fleck'd in^her face, mid vith disordei^d hair. 

Her garments rnflled, and her besom bare s 
With eut% sUU ^ngt^, and her, eyes on flte. 
Half drown'd ti^ sin, sUU burning in deaire, 320 
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Wtilat you arc t<), ami 
^eUing uriOi 9»iim d«i? ^t foiiik s 

Hay, if you irmiM m free froip } 

You must seem fon^aud dfitUaff oil horcbarifs^ V 
Take her (the last of fwe^ty) to yti^r atiqb. 

Let till* AM evVj oth^r aniaiovs t^i^ht. 

At th' entrance of my threthpM be fori^tf 
All thy doiuotnc griefs at home be lefi. 

The wife’i^adult'ry vith the Berfai|t*B tl^t« 

And (the most racking iht^ught wbicl)|,i;aB^iat|:f4^) 
Forget false friefids and their ingFaJituilm 3Si 
Let us our peaceft^l ^ifth gt Imme begin, 
While Megalenslan shows are in the Circus seem 
There (to the bane of hones) in high state 
The Prator sits on a triumphal seat. 

Vainly with ensigns and with robes adorned. 

As if with conquest from the wars retom'd. 

This day all Rome, (if 1 may be allow’d, 
Without offence tq such a num’rous crowd. 

To say all Rome) will in the Ciroas sweaty. $40 
Fichoes already do their shouts repeat : 

Methinks I bear the cry — • Away, away! 

* The green have won the honor of the day/ 

Oh ! should these sports be but one year (br- 
bome, 

Rome would in tears her loVd diversion moufn % 
For that would now a cause of sorrow yield. 

Great as the loss of Cmms's fatal held# 

^ch showi^^as ibese were not fbr ns design’d, 

Put t jg*rotts yototh to active sports ioclui'd. 
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VPoAr 

HORACE,-LIB. L OBB SdlC. 
MtUr^asva C i fHb m m, he, 

u 

Xhe ^mnt QnMB of wtt dtaint, 

M^ith the reiittleit aid of iprtfbtl^ vine 
And wanton eaae, cobi^tm 
T o nake my heart iti peace Tedfii, 

And leodmit Love’s long rejected firet* 

For beauteous Glycera 1 bum. 

The flames so long repeird with double force 
retunit 

Afutdiless her fhee appears, and shines more bright 
Than polish’d marble when reflecting iigliti 
Her Goynese warms. 

And ^th a grateful sullenness she oharmsi 
Each look darts forth a thousoad rajs. 

Whose lustre an unwarj sight betrajii 
If j eyeballs swim, and | grow gid<^ b^iialgaae* 
n. 

She oomesJ she comes! she nishea io m J wdas » 
At once oh F^ans enters, mid at laipe she n|gasi 
Cyprus no moi^ wilhlier abode is Mesft i 
1 am her palaoi> flfd her throes 
cosmaarffB m 
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Of savagre Scjthiao arms do more I write, 

Or Parthian archers, who in ll^in^ fight. 

And make rough war their sport* 
tiuch idle themes no more can move, 

^"or any thing but what^of high import 2 
And what*s of high import but love ? 

Yenrain and gums, and the green turf, prepare ; 
With wine of two }ears old your cups be 
After our sacrifice and prayer 
The goddess may incline her heart to jield, 
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